em vie 


TRUE 


D 


ETECTIVE 


MA ASL LAU ES 


| GENUINE MODEL *3 


Yours for 10 DAYS FREE 


Send 


. No 
Money 


Leatheroid carrying case, 
oiler, instructions free on this 
offer. Send no money— just 
the coupon. Without delay 
or red tape we will send you 
the Corona. Try it 10 days. 
If you decide to keep it, send 
us only $2—then $3 a month 
until our special price of 
$39.90 is paid. Now is the 
time to buy. This offer 

may never be repeated, 
Mail coupon now. 


ERE’S your chance to own 
that genuine Model 3 Corona 
you've wanted—on the easiest 

terms ever offered—at LOWEST 

PRICE ever offered! Complete in 

every detail; back spacer, etc. New 

Machine Guarantee. Recognized the 

world over as the finest, strongest, 

sturdiest portable built. 


Only a limited number of these splendid 
machines available. To get one, you must act 
now! Experience the joy this personal writing 
portable typewriter can give you! Use it ten days 
free! See how easy itis to run and the splendidly 
typed letters it turns out. Ideal for the office desk, 
home, traveling. Small, compact, light, conveni- 
ent. Don’t send out letters, manuscripts, reports, 
bills in poor handwriting when you can have this 
Corona at such a low price or on such easy terms. 


r* —— — — — — — — 
| Use l 
| Save Money ~ this i 
| Coupon I 
| Smith Typewriter Sales Corp., [Corona Division) 1 
469 E. Ohio Street, Chicago, Hil. Dept. l 
Ship me the Corona, F.O.B. Chicago. On arrival I'll deposit $2 with express l 

| agent. If I keep the machine, I'll send you $3 a month until the $37.90 bal- 
| ance of $39.90 price is paid; the title to remain with you until then. Iam | 
to have 10 days to try the typewriter. If I decide not to keep it, I will re- l 

l jack and return to express agent, who will return my $2. You are to give 
| ae standard guarantee, l 
| Name I 
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LEARN ELECTRICITY} 


a SAY FELLOWS! 


Let me tell you in my big Free book 
how I can quickly train you for jobs 
leading to salaries of $60.00 to $200.00 
a week. NOT BY CORRESPONDENCE. 
Not BY Books. But, I'll train you in 
90 days on real electrical equipment. 
You don't need advanced education or~ 
previous electrical experience. If 
you're short of money you can earn 
while learning. After you graduate 
I'll give you free employment 
serviceforlifeandasoftenasyou | F C LEWIS ne 
wantit. Toallthose enrolling now 
Ill include my big New Aviation Course as well as 
my Radio and Auto Ignition course. 
Mail the coupon today for your copy of this big 


Free book. It tells you an amazingly easy way to get 
into a big new field. Sincerely 


H. C. Lewis 


> CT 1 COYNE, ELECTRICAL, SCHOO 
ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 


L| 
Founded 1899 H. C. LEWIS, Pres. 1 Aviation and learning. 
I] 500 S. Paulina St., Dept. 49-93 ! 
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WHO KILLED ELSIE SIGEL? . NES eee desee «in E RE Deo cerro ere Eee George William Wilder 
bi THE STRANGE DEATH OF BEAUTIFUL ELIZABETH GRIFFITH .................... Mary Chenoweth 


Black suspicion and fathomless mystery in a gripping fact masterpieccl 

PHANTOM FINGEBENENIS..... epe evaserccturMh E mr oso Ss reel ai RID CREDE re Doer 
Crime in the raw that makes the blood run cold! 

THE "TIP-OFF"? ON'ROOM 46......:....238.- BC euer n 
Underworld revenge? The detectives had the surprise of their lives! 

THE HORROR IN THE BASEMENT 


Could a more dastardly, fiendish crime against a young girl ever be committed? 

BLOWING THE “WORKS” IN NEW YORK'S UNDERWORLD .....................6.05. Isabel Stephen 
The case that had a hundred detectives baffled! 

ON THE TRAIL OF “BLACK BART," CALIFORNIA'S LONE HIGHWAYMAN ........... Arthur Chapman 
Four hold-ups each year—for 7 years—and still no one knew who he was! 

THE SHADOW, THAT SAVED A LIRE. ...eeeee ee hut es vase cele REPRESENTS T. R. Porter 
What the title says—yet how could this be? 

THE PARROT, THE TRUNK AND THE MURDER D e. Ea Eei as ea e Joseph W. Gavan 
The gruesome "Trunk Murder in the Ghetto." Who was the fiend who did it? 

HOW “SILENT PHIL’S” RAGEET TRAPPED HIM i.. Foote tes E ATL eer Frank Donohue 
For 29 years "Silent Phil" followed his clever racket. Then—— 

THE ST. LOUIS GANG RULE TERROR ...................-.--. OR Harry T. Brundige 
Renard, notorious gangster, continues his sensational exposé of the St. Louis underworld 

WILL THE AMBROSE SMALL MYSTERY YET BE SOLVED?............ ... Colonel Garnett Clay Porter 
How will Dr. Langsner, famous Viennese criminologist, solve this bafiing mystery? 

"GETSTHE MAN HIGHER TIPI? sc cc.o:e'epslp 05a. ERR Uer ner rnm Edwin A. Goewey 
It was a lone detective's fight against great odds! 


“DENVER DUDE” eaer acts oe ce coos cae cieweewemesienes's “27.5 Gor Song 2 C E CIRC T John W. Grey 
"Denver Dude? I'll break him!" said the Warden—and he set out to do it! 


THIS MONTH'S CONTRIBUTORS—Who the Writers Are and What They Are Doing ....... ABO 


T in STONE CANYON 


HOW the CRIME of the CENTURY Was SOLVED 'This Young Girl's Awful Fate 

The famous Doctor Cronin case, of Chicago, is —pretty Barbara Mauger—nineteen, attractive, in 
known throughout the civilized world—but not the love with life—why should she become the prey of 
story we are going to publish, written by a man who buzzards in Stone Canyon? Had she first become 
was there—saw it all—knew those who took part in the prey of a human buzzard? Your heart will be 
this shameful crime! Don’t miss the inside on this stirred to pity when you read this great fact story 
great mystery case that baffled millions! of a young girl’s awful fate: 

The PHANTOM KILLER gs oo at 138 ELECTROCUTIONS! 

F : o criminals have evasive eyes?—receding chins?— 
Who knows the heart of a boy?" Fathers and defective brains?—"queer bumps"? Be anm 
dem if x e em areis the ue e 13- IP A LT Hed Physician at Sing Sing 

ear-old Jackson Warren, of Syracuse, thought to E : 

Lave killed his own mother and father? This is a WHO Was ELSIE SIGEL’S SLAYER? 
mystery that will grip you! The inside story of New York Chinatown’s most 
TTLED MADNESS! fiendish murder. Elsie Sigel was the attractive 

BO v tee nddaughter of General Franz Sigel of Civil War 

One of the world's greatest living authorities on ame—yet Death, no respecter of persons, revealed 
heroin, morphine and other habit-forming drugs, her crammed into a trunk when detectives . . . 
tells you a story of human madness you can never The man who tells this story was there—he opened 
forget! the trunk... .! 

In this same issue—CLOSING the NET on ‘TEXAS SLIM’’—INSIDE FACTS of the FAMOUS BECKER 

CASE—CONVICTED by HIS VICTIM'S SKULL, and other thrillers. Besure to get this issue, for you will 

find it about the best we have ever published. It's the MAY issue of TRUE DETECTIVE MYSTERIES— 
on all news stands April 15th. 


mothers will understand that question—but who 
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ay #4800 After Reading 
Book Which Is Now FREE/ 


ae Based on the combined experiences of F. B. Englehardt, Chattanooga, Tenn., A. F. 
Sb Thompeon, Sioux City, Iowa, B. F. Boilon, Columbus, Ohio, and many others. 


„Raised His 
This Amazin 


Caught in a Rut 


I wonder I put up with it as long as I did! Every 
day was filled with nothing but deadly routine 
and monotonous detail. No freedom or indepen- 
dence. No chance to get out and meet people, 
travel, nor have interesting experiences. I was 
just like a cog in a big machine with poor pros- 


pects of ever being anything more. 


Desperate 


Happened to get a look at the payroll one day 
and was astonished to see what big salaries went 
to the sales force. Found that salesman Brown 
made $200 a week—and Jenkins $275! Would 
have given my right arm to make money that 
fast, but never dreamed I had any “‘gift’’ for 


salesmanship. 


Long, Tiresome Hours 


Every hour of the day I was under somebody's 
supervision. The TIME-CLOCK constantly 
laid in wait for me—a monument to unfulfilled 
hopes and dying ambition. Four times a day, 
promptly on the dot, it hurled its silent chal- 
lenge at my self-respect, reminding me how un- 
important I was and how little I really COUN- 
TED in the business and social world! 


A Ray.of Light 


Stumbled across an article on salesmanship in a 
magazine that evening. Was surprised to dis- 
cover that salesmen were made and not “born” 
as I had foolishly believed. Read about a former 
cowpuncher, Wm. Shore of California, making 
$525 in one week after learning the ins-and-outs 
of scientific salesmanship. Decided that if HE 
could do it, so could I! 


Low Pay 


Paid just enough to keep going—but never 
enough to enjoy any of the GOOD things of life 
every man DESERVES for his family and him- 
self. Always economizing and pinching pennies. 
Always wondering what I would do if I were 
laid off or lost my job. Always uncertain and 
apprehensive of the future. 


The Turning Point 


My first step was to write for a certain little 
book which a famous business genius has called, 
"The MOST AMAZING BOOK EVER PRIN., 
TED". It wasn't a very big book, but it cer- 
tainly opened my eyes to things I had never 
dreamed of—and proved the turning point of 
my entire carcer! 


_ What I Discovered 


Between the pages of this 
remarkable volume, I dis- 
covered hundreds of little 
known facts and secrets 
that revealed the REAL 
TRUTH about the science 
of selling! It wasn't a bit as 
I had imagined. I found 
out that it was governed by 
simple rules and laws that 
almost ANY man can mas- 
ter as chsily as he learned the alphabet. I even 
learned how to go about getting into this '*high- 
est A of all professions''. I found out exactly 
how Mark Barichievich of San Francisco was 
enabled to quit his $8 a week job asa restaurant- 
worker and start making $125 a week as a 
salesman; and how C. W. Birmingham of Day- 
ton, Ohio, jumped from $15 a week to $7500 a 
year—these and hundreds of others! It cer- 
tainly was a revelation! 


FREE Employment Service 


Last year requests from all over the U. S. and 
Canada were made for over 50,000 N. S. T. A. 
trained salesmen. This Employment Dept. is 
conducted as a FREE extra service to N. S. T. 
A. graduates. When I was ready the Employ- 
ment managers found me over a dozen good 
openings to choose from—and I selected one 
which paid me over $70 a week to start. 


Mail It Today! 


. Simply fill out coupon below 
S , and mail to National Sales- 
) men's Training Association, 


Dept. D-741, N. S. T. A. Bldg.. 
Chicago, Ill. 


An Added Income Guarantee 


So typical and numerous have these experiences 
been met by N. S. T. A. trained men that they 
now include an amazing Double Money Back 
Bond. This is a written pledge that unless 
N. S. T. A. training adds at least a certain 
minimum figure to your income, the course 
costs you nothing. 


Was It Worth It? 


Today níy salary is $4800 greater than ever 
before! No more punching time-clocks or worry- 
ing over dimes and quarters! NOW my services 
are in REAL DEMAND with bigger prospects 
for the future than I ever dared HOPE for back 
in those days when I was just another “name! 
on a pay-roll! 


Get Your Copy Free 


Right now this book, “The Secrets of Modern 
Dynamic Salesmanship," which showed these 
men how to get started on the road to success 
and independence, will be mailed as a gift to any 
ambitious man—absolutely free and without 
obligation. Why not see for yourself what 
amazing pay-raising secrets it contains? There 
is no better way to invest a 2c stamp! 
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Young Man 
‘Play Fair 


Learn the Truth 


T last the truth is written. The great 
mysteries of sexology torn aside. And 
now for the first time you can get 

the real truth about the sex question. 

This is an age of plain thinkingand frank 
speech. No longer can a big, vital problem 
like the sex question be hidden away as a 
thing to be ashamed of. People are demand- 
ing the truth about these things. 

And so Bernarr Macfadden has lifted the 
veil. He has told the truth about mankind's 
most vital problem in a frank, straight- 
from-the-shoulder style that will appeal to 
every man who reads his remarkable book. 


Manhood and Marriage 
is a fearless, ringing challenge to prudery 
and ignorance. It contains the fruits of 
Bernarr Macfadden’s lifelong study of one 
of the biggest problems confronting the 
young manhood of the world. 

He has had to surmount extraordinary 
difficulties in the preparation of the book. 
But the truth is mighty! It can neither be 
ignored nor suppressed. There was over- 
whelming need and demand for a fearless, 
plain-speaking book on sexology. The wall 
of ignorance that was wrecking millions of 
lives must be broken down. 

The book was written, published and 
placed on sale. Today in tens of thousands 
of homes this great work is one of the chief 
factors in promoting health, strength and 
happiness. 


Life’s Handbook 


Manhood and Marriage enters the 
sanctuary of the most secret phases of your 
inner life. It grips you with suggestions 


Macfadden Publications, Inc., Desk T. D--4 _ 
Macfadden Building, 1926 Broadway, New York 


plainly wrapped. I will deposit $3.00 plus a few 
with the postman when the book arrives. It 


cash orders. 


City......... erre? DOE State.... 
Canadian and foreign orders cash in advance. ul 
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City 

Send me by return mail a copy of Manhood and Marriage 
cents postage 
is understood 
that if for any reason I return the book within five days after 
receipt, my $3.00 will be refunded. "We pay postage on all 
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that are personal and confidential. It fur- 
nishes definite and practical information on 
vital subjects, pure in themselves, which are 
frequently surrounded with vulgar mystery. 
The problems of man frequently assume 
tremendous importance. They thus become 
a source of worries that ultimately assume a 
tragical nature. — And the need for the an- 
swer to the query “What shall I do?" often 
grasps the victim with terrifying intensity. 
It is well, therefore, that conditions and 
problems of this sort should be clearly and 
emphatically presented. For the outcome 
may mean success or failure, health or 
disease, or even life or death. Both single 
and married men needed to know the facts, 
so Bernarr Macfadden spent more than a 
quarter century compiling the authentic 
information given you in this book. 


Send No Money 

This big book is so powerful, so crammed 
full of facts hitherto neglected by old- 
fashioned sex hygiene, that we sincerely 
believe it should be in the hands of every 
man. Therefore, we do not hesitate to send 
it to you upon approval. You need send no 
money now—just fill out the coupon and 
mail it today. The book (in plain wrapper) 
will be sent to you by return mail. When 
the book arrives, pay the postman $3.00 
plus a few cents delivery charges. Then 
take five full days to read and examine it 
thoroughly. If at the end of that time you 
do not think that Manhood and Marriage 
is worth much more than $3.00, return the 
book and your $3.00 will be cheerfully re- 
funded. 


these Chapter Headings 


The Importance of Virility 

Am I a Complete Man? 

Is Marriage a Necessity? 

The Age to Marry 

Selecting a Wife 

Love Making and its 
Dangers 

Establishing the Intimate 
Relations of Marriage 

Marital Mistakes and Ex- 
cesses 

Regulating Marital 
macies 

Should Husband and Wife 
Occupy Separate Beds? 

Conserving Love—The Basis 
of Marital Happiness 

A Man’s Duty toward a 
Pregnant Wife 

Should Husbands be Pres- 
ent at Childbirth? 

Are Children Always De- 
sirable? 

The Crime of Abortion 

Divorce Physiologically 
Considered 

Can a Wrecked Marriage Be 
Reclaimed? 

The Erring Wife 

Jealousy—the Green-Eyed 
Monster 

Quarreling and Making Up 

Sewing Wild Oats 

How Virility Is Destroyed 

The Truth About Mastur- 
bation 

Seminal Losses 

The Plain Facts 
Varicocele 

The Troublesome Prostate 
Gland 

Impotence and Allied Sex- 
ual Weaknesses 

Sterility 

How to Build Virility 

Exercises for Building Viril- 


Inti- 


About 


ity 

Foods that Help to Build 
Virile Stamina 

Diseases of Men—Their 
Home Treatment 

The Prevention of Venereal 
Disease 

Various Problems of Young 
Men 


FREE!! 


SAMPLE 
LESSONS and 
JOB TICKETS 
to PROVE how 
easily you can 
learn 


Electricity 


The coupon below will bring 
you free, sample lessons, and 
the famous Job Tickets, 


through which thousands of 
men have stepped into big- 
yay electrical jobs, this free 
instruction material will show 
you how easily you can learn 
electricity. 


The Cooke 


M. Hughes, Terre 
Nome! Ind., makes 
$12,000 a year 
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ELECTIica, 
This PLC Big de 


MORGAN ELECTRICAL CO. 


Se Us Hest Fe Firn laskak 


pn p Mostrbetty pave Ve 


E. Pence, 
Box 921, Palo Alto, Ca 


C. H. Hubert, -— hey St. . New York, makes 
» over $9,000 a year 


Electrical Experts 
Are in Big Demand 


IWill Train You at Home 
To Filla Big Pay Job 


It's a shame for you to earn $15 or $20 or $30 a week, when in the same six days 
as an Electrical Expert you could make $60 to $100 a w eek—and do it easier—not 
work half so hard. Why then remain in the small-pay game, in a line of work that offers no chance, no 
big promotion, no big income? Fit yourself for a real job in the great electrical industry. I'll show you how. 


Be an Electrical Expert 
Learn to earn $3,000 to $5,000 a Year 


Today even the ordinary Electrician—the "screw driver" kind—is making money—big money. But 
it's the trained man—the man who knows the whys and wherefores of Electricity—the “Electrical 
E xpert’’—who is picked out - "boss" the ordinary E lectricians—to boss the Big Jobs—the jobs that 
pay $3,000 to $5,000 a Year. Get in line for one of these “Big Jobs” by enrolling now for my easily 
earned, quickly grasped right-up-to-the-minute, Spare-Time Home-Study Course in Practical Electricity. 


Training, that makes the “Cooke Trained Man the 
Age or Lack of Experience ee ee ae 
No Drawback Be a **Cooke'' Trained Man and earn $10 to $20 a day 


— $60 to $100 a week—$3,000 to $5,000 a year. 


Get Started Now —Mail Coupon 


I want to send you "n Electrical Book, Sample Lessons, 
Job Tickets, etc.—all FREE. These cost you nothing and 
you'll enjoy them. Make the start today for a bright 
future in Electricity. Send in Coupon—NOW. 


L. L. Cooke, Chief Engineer 
L. L. COOKE SCHOOL 
OF ELECTRICITY 


2150 Lawrence Ave., Dept. 114 Chicago 


FREE Lesson^Book: Coupon 


E L. L. COOKE, 
» Dept. 114, 


You don't have to be a College Man; you don't 
have to be a High School Graduate. I know 
exactly the kind of training you need, and I will 
give you that training. My Course in Elec- 
tricity is the most simple, thorough and success- 


ful in existence, and offers every man, regardless 
of age, education, or previous experience, the chance to be- 
come, in a very short time, an '* zlectrical Expert,” able to 
make from $60 to $100 a week. 


FIVE Electrical Working Outfits FREE 


With me, you do practical work—at home. You 


start right in after your first lessons to work 
at your profession in the regular wer. For this you need 
tools, and I give them to you absolutely free—five whole kits 
that would cost you $12 to $15 


Your Satisfaction Guaranteed 


So sure am I that you can learn Electricity—so 
sure am I that after studying with me, you, too, 


can get into the “big money" class in electrical "work, that I [1 2150 Law rence Ave., Chicago. 
will agree in writing to return every single penny paid Dear Sir: Send at once, Sample Lessons, your Big 
me in tuition, if, when you have finished my Course, you E Book, and full particula ars of your Working and m 
are not satisfied it was the best investment you ever made. 2 Home Study Course, also the Employment Service— 
a all fully prepaid without obligation on my part. r 
Guarantee Backed by a Million - - 
Name.... 

Dollar Institution H 4 
Back of me in my guarantee, stands a two mil- B Address 208 
lion dollar institution, thus assuring to every " 
student enrolled, not only a wonderful training in Elec- 
tricity, but an unsurpassed Student Service as well. & City oy MBA ay p D 
It's this Service that makes “Cooke” training different 


> Trained Man is the "Bie! Pay Man 


from any other training. It's this Service, plus "Cooke" 
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ost Paying Industry on Fa 


JOBS-ELECTRIC 


So when I say “ELECTRIFY your future" I mean here's the 
winning combination: Add a knowledge of Electricity to what 


you already have learned in factory or office or store. Then take 
that knowledge into ELECTRICITY —where you can sell it 
for a bigger salary and a brighter future. 
v 
M ics—Offi How Dare We Guarantee You 
echanics iceMen, A Job and a Raise? 
Beginners, Clerks! 


Here is our agreement to take you as you are, 
Men in all lines WANTED at Once, supply you with the Electrical training you need, 
for Promotion in and then get you a fine Electrical position at a 
ELECTRICITY?! substantial increase in salary, or the entire 


Jio er ME service will not cost you a penny. 
Most of us think of Electricity as deal- You may wonder how this is possible. But the ex- 


ing entirely with the manufacture of planation is really simple: The Electrical industries 
machinery, the production and trans- are growing sorapidly DUEB CDU phd ng men 


ioci : ai» His cannot keep up with the demand. There are more 
mission of power, and work like that good jobs open, always, than men capable of filling 


of the “Electrician.” them. We are in close touch with many big em- 
Perhaps you do not realize that Electricity ployers and they tell us they can place all the 

has become the biggest, and the fastest-grow- trained men we can supply. 

ing industry onearth. Thatitisa HUNDRED And because we know all this, and how amaze 


giant industries, not one—employing MIL- ingly Electricity continues to grow into new 
LIONS of men and BILLIONS in capital. fields, and because we know the right kind o 
With positions for office men, salesmen, training equips a man to get and keep a gc 
draftsmen, building-construction men, en- Electrical job—we have dared to make this 
gineers and executives. And that it has a guarantee and to back it with our entire re- 
place for you—no matter what kind of work sources of over $2,000,000.00. Get in touch 
you are doing today, or prefer to do! with me, and I'll show you that you can get 
an Electrical job and raise—without risking a 


ELECTRIFY Your Future! = penny of your money. 


Earn $35 to $100 a Week! 
I am looking for ambitious young men Electrical 


All These FREE! 


Mail the coupon below, and without 
cost or obligation I'll send you our 

36-page book about Electricity—our 
famous guarantee of an Electrical Job- 
and Raise—and a few of the first lessons 


z 2 A epe A K and job-tickets, as a sort of “sample” of 

who are dissatisfied both w ith y Engineering E apainga i rad - - 

present pay and future prospects. : earn Electricity—right in your home, in 

want to show them how easily they (At Home in 2 Years) Spare time. Do this now, while you think 

can get into Electricity—how they can With the cooperation of some of the biggest m 

increase their earning capacity and ce en pep — = fale we a s a eae | 

2 >$ ^ - > developed a new method o nome-trainng H E 

multiply their chances to get ahead Electricity—easier, simpler, faster and more Chief Engineer Dunlap Sor I 

many times—simply by switching over practical. Here is specific preparation for ds Electrical Division, Dept. E-4311, 

to similar work in Electricity. highly-paid Electrical positions. Built by exe- £ rexel Ave. & 58th St., Chicago, Il. I 
Perhaps you are doing routine office work ^ Cutives, engineers and educators from: I am interested in Electrical position. Í 

today in a line where your progress is slow General Electric Co. Westinghouse Electric Í Please send without cost or obligation: l 

and limited. Then let me show you how you Mass.Inst.of Technology & Mfg. Co. l 1—36-page Electrical Book. | 

can get one of the many office positions in the Commonwealth Edison Underwriters’ Lab. | 2— Guarantee of Electrical Job and Raise. | 

Electrical line. And how, with your present Co. iutler-Hammer Mfg.Co. 3—Bunch of Lessons and Job-tickets to show I 

business experience, plus a knowledge of Elec- American Tel. & Tel.Co. Western Electric Co. | me how easily I can prepare for Promotion in 

tricity, you can earn a much bigger salary and Amer. Locomotive Co. Amer. Elec. Ry. Assn. Electricity. l 

advance rapidly to highly-paid executive University of Kansas Armour Institute l N l 

jositions, : ul Rete srr DI QC kere TT 
: Or if you are a mechanic—wondering how (and others) | i 


you can avoid remaining a mechanic all your 


life—I'll tell you how to become first, an 
Electrical mechanic, and then show you how The American School 
you'll be in line for quick promotion to Expert, 


Engineer or Superintendent. Dept. £-4311, Drexel Ave. & 58th St., Chicago, Ill, 
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ISell Records a Queer Way 


So people tell me, because I will gladly send to any person who sends me his name and address, a selection of ten records absolutely 
ON TRIAL, entirely at my risk. Choose any records you want. 


Furthermore, I positively insist that 
or four times as much. Don't be "sorry" for me, 


you return the records to me at once, if they are in any way inferior to records that sell for three 
but shoot the records back, and let me stand the postage expense both ways, unless 


the records are better, clearer and richer in tone than any records you have ever before had, at any price. _ 
I have built a million-dollar business in records on just these "queer" methods, trusting absolutely in the honesty of my customers, 


and making them the sole judge of whether or not 
the records will cost them even one cent. 

I've built these records to give you pleasure, en- 
joyment and some real honest good times for months 
and years to come. I've tried to study the wishes and 
tastes of the great music-loving public and I've col- 
lected in this list below, the very CREAM of my entire 
catalog. All the records are electrically recorded—and 


Special List of BEST Sellers 


Me and the Man In the Moon Sonny Boy 
Girl of My Dreams Hallelujah I'm A Bum 


Ford Has Made A Lady Out of Lizzie 


Wreck of the Old 97 
All By Yourself In the Moonlight 
Rovin’ Gambler 


My Blue Heaven Red Wing 


nearly all of them have been done within the last few 
months, and are in the very latest and best style of the 
present day. They are all in the standard ten-inch size 
with music on both sides and play on any phonograph, 
just like 75-cent records. They include the most recent 

its, as well as famous old favorites, and I'm willing to 
stake my last dollar that they are GOOD, 


Any 10 $ 
Records 


122 


Send No 
Money 


10 Days’ 
Approval 


m om 


\ 


Choose any ten records you want and simply write their catalog number on coupon below. Send no money. See terms on coupon 


and see how fully I protect you in every way. 


- 
a 


4069 When Roll Is Called Up 1540 Old Man Sunshine 


POPULAR AND STANDARD SONGS 


2432 Sonny Boy 


Dancing ‘Neath Dixie 
oon 


2381 Ford Has Made a Lady 
Out of Lizzie 
Clancy's Wooden Wed- 


onder 
Throw Out the Life Line 1559 


4091 Old Rugged Cross 
Beyond the Clouds 


Sidewalks of New York 


I Loved You Then as I 
Love You Now 


COMEDY 
4002 or ~ a's Second Hand 


ar 
Hy and Si and the Line 


4228 Hallelujah, I'm A Bum ding Gee but I'm Blue Over Fence 
The Dying Hobo 2366 My Blue Heaven 4057 Jesus Lover of My Soul You 4004 Flanagan, in Restaurant 
2452 All By Yourself in the Back of Every Cloud Safe in Arms of Jesus 1510 Ramona Flanagan's Married Life 
Moonlight 4141 Wish I Was Single Again ot Wits Doe Vo ae ee MAER 
Every Day If You Want to Find INSTRUMENTAL 1585 All By Yourself in the Uncle Si and Hiram 
; x e Swapping Horses 
4225 Sivan rte Love 4193 Whistler and His Dog Mee A en 4168 Jail Birds 
itton Buster S 4160 Sweet Hawaiian Kisses xp (o Pieten Vedding Bells “ 
4232 Button Buster Blue Hawaiian Moon 4189 Drowsy Waters 7029 Mississippi Mud Blues — 4211 Andy Goes a-Hunting 


(the Laughing Record) 
Common Bill 


4118 May I Sleep in Your 


Herd Girl's Dream 


I'm a One- Man Gal 


Andy Gets Learnin' 


7 Girl of My D Barn Tonight? 4162 Blue Danube Waltz 1488 Among My Souvenirs 
epit try ry Tra, When I Saw Sweet Nellie Skaters’ Waltz Some Day You'll Re- HAWAIIAN 
2437 There's A Rainbow Home 4138 member 4156 La Golondrina 


"Round My Shoulder 
When You're Not Here 
Blue Ridge Mountain 

Home 


Where River Shannon 


ows 
Rose From Ireland 


By Watersof Minnetonka 
Over the Waves 


Arkansas Traveler 
Turkey in the Straw 


1463 


1497 


My Blue Heaven 
Found Best Girl of All 


After My Laughter 


Dreamy Moon 
4023 My Old Kentucky Home 
O Sole Mio 


4084 Alola Land 


z 4171 Red Win Came Tears Honolulu Ba 
2n ri a 3 Waters X Minnetonka 4136 enorme Carry Me Back to Con- 4009 Palakiho Blues 
; Waltz Me Around Again 4119 Hand Me Down My i nemara One, Two, Three, Four 
Willie Walking Cane 4061 Listen to Mocking Bird 
4167 The Preacher and the Captain Jinks a, a h 


Bear 
The Sting of the Bumble 
Bee 


Break the News 
Mother 
Bird in a Gilded Cage 


to 


Terrible Mississippi 
Fi 


jood 
End of Shenandoah 


Sleep Baby Sleep (Yodel) 
Roll On Silvery Moon 
(Yodel) 


Whistling) 


Irish Washerwoman 
Mrs. McLeod's Reel 


Irish Jigs and Reels, No. 1 
Irish Jigs and Reels, No. 2 


Merry Widow Waltz 


4016 


4218 


TEAR OUT COUPON AND MAIL 


MUTUAL MUSIC CLUB, 
TR-44, 135 


Dorchester Ave., Boston, Mass. 


P * Y d 10 days’ 8^3 

4185 "-— ues s Turned 4090 In Baggage Coach Ahead Lullaby From Ermine Head Lt 1- e” Ear E S e wizprevel c records 
White Wings Under Some Old Apple Pec lee] Dr ell ay mes at [Si 98 (oine postage 

4209 Oh Dem Golden Slippers Tree RACE RECORDS 10 days in my own vd and if I am diesppelnted | ntl 


Kingdom Coming 
Wreck of the Old 97 
Wreck of the Titanic 


4086 Floyd Collins’ Fate 
Pickwick Club Tragedy 
2272 Rudolph Valentino 


7021 I Need a Good Man Bad 
Can't Be Worried Long 


7033 Hit Me in the Nose Blues 


or find them in any way unsatisfactory, 
and you agree to refund at once, 


in them 
* will return them, 


all that I have paid, in- 
records. 


cluding my postage expense for returning the 


I 
I 
| 
! 
l 
I 
I 
i 
4170 Gypsy's Warning Little Rosewood Casket It's All Coming Home I 1... E... 
Don t You a 4150 New River Train to You ! eg eee ts 
4227 Climbing Up Golden Show Me My Mammy 7032 Who Is Ya (1) Preaching $5 de 
Lindy 5d 4172 Wreck of Number Nine Who Is Ya (2) Preaching ! Ee 
2398 Rel Freight Wreckat Altoona Qo le s ve RUE #2.. xa, 
Valley of Memory 4173 Rr ac i BLUES i $E o. be ende dictitans 
2426 Jeannine, I Dream of 
Jessie Time € S 4198 on Aen New Hampshire 1023 ace Bine - IMPORTANT ieee gn rn re he 
Come Back to Romany ome E SS steel needles included in your order; 
4135 Rovin’ Gambler n Ida Sweet as Apple Cider 7025 ioo Blass / recommended for these records. 
ittle Log Cabin in Lane 
4133 Jesse James SACRED SONGS | Name... -..-..-.......-..---—.... V ee-- 
Butcher Boy 4075 Church in Wildwood POPULAR DANCES I 
2453 Me and the Man in the Voice of Chimes All With Vocal Chorus — | Address... css. Wis Camp 77 << 
oon 4046 Nearer My God to Thee 1582 I'll Get By 1 d 
Dancing with My Baby Lord Is My Shepherd What A Day ic pair ord mte qs] E Rene 
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THIS MONTH’S CONTRIBUTORS 


R. PORTER, whose story The Shadow 

* that Saved a Life, appears on page 42, 
this issue, is a free-lance and special feature 
writer who for thirty years has been con- 
nected with the Omaha World-Herald, 
although always remaining a free-lance. 
He has the unique record of having written 
a feature story every day for more than 
twenty-five years. 

It is safe to say that in his thirty years as 
special writer, Mr. Porter has covered more 
Western events of note than any other 
living newspaper man. He was on intimate 
terms with many of the great plainsmen— 
Deadwood Dick, Diamond Dick, Doc 
Carver, Lone Star, Buffalo Bill—and re- 
ceived many "inside" stories from these 
great frontiersmen and scouts. He knew 
Red Cloud, American Horse, Yellow Smoke, 
and many of the big Indian chiefs of their 
day. He is considered an authority on the 
famous Custer battle. 

In the Presidential election year, 1916, 
when Woodrow Wilson and Charles E. 
Hughes were the nominees, Mr. Porter 
traveled 60,000 miles, writing politics, 
visiting practically every State except those 
east of the Hudson River. He got home in 
November, just in time to vote, and two 
days later had an assignment to fourteen 
States on the subject Jf America Gets Into 
the War, Will There Be a German Menace in 
This Country?. He finished this assignment 
one week before America entered the great 
conflict. 

He spent six months among the ancient 
ruins of southern Mexico for the New York 
Herald; wrote the Americam Invasion of 
Western Canada; interviewed Henry Watter- 
son at Miami, Florida, for the New York 
Sun; covered the great San Francisco 
Earthquake for a number of papers; wrote 
Yellowstone for the Union Pacific; investi- 
gated the unemployment situation in the 
Pacific Northwest; and surveyed the water 
supply on the Crow Indian Reservation, in 
Montana, for the Burlington Railroad. He 
many times interviewed James J. Hill, the 
"Empire Builder," and E. H. Harriman, 
"Wizard of the Rails"; knew many of the 
other big railroad men of the country, and 
enjoyed a reputation among them of never 
misquoting them, nor of taking advantage 
of any "slipof thetongue" they might make. 

Porter covered the trial of Pat Crowe, a 
notorious bandit, for kidnaping Eddie 
Cudahy, now president of the Cudahy 
Packing Company; spent six weeks with 
Billy Sunday; wrote the famous trial of 
Mae Wood against Senator Tom Platt of 
New York; spent three weeks reporting the 
trial of a preacher accused of killing eight 
people with an axe at Villisca, Iowa; and 
covered The Remedy speech of Thomas W. 
Lawson, of Boston, the Wall Street 
plunger. Following the arrest and con- 
fession of the famous "sniper" murderer 
several years ago, Porter wrote 14,000 
words in six hours, handing "takes" of 100 
words to telegraph operators,and had his 
complete story in New York five minutes 
after he wrote the last word. 

In his office in Omaha Mr. Porter has an 
index-record of everything of note that has 
occurred in the trans-Missouri country in the 
last thirty years upon which he worked as a 
newspaper man. 

Mr. Porter is a brother of Colonel Garnett 


[^oi EP LR] 
Photo by Heyn, Omaha 


T. R. PORTER 


Clay Porter, of Winnipeg, who wrote the 
much-talked-of Strange Story of the Lost 
Millionaire for this magazine, the sequel of 
which appears in this issue. 


RTHUR CHAPMAN, who wrote O5 
the Trail of “Black Bart,’’ California's 
Lone Highwayman, appearing on page 39,this 
issue, occasionally drops in at this office. 
He is a quiet man who has little to say, but 
is an expert listener. Since he is among 
those present in Who's Who in America, we 
thought he ought to have something to tell 
our readers about himself, but he thought 
otherwise, persisting there was nothing to 
tell. 
However, he was finally persuaded, and 
this is his reply: 


... Since you insist, I suppose I will have 
to give some account of myself, so here goes: 

Some years ago a new managing editor of 
the Chicago Daily News asked every mem- 
ber of the staff to write out a full account, 
setting forth individual accomplishments 
and just what the writer was doing. Some 
of the boys pounded away at considerable 
length at their typewriters, but after long 
thought I was able to set down only one 
word: Reporter. 

That would about cover it today. I have 
been in and out of newspaper work; article- 
writing, fiction for magazines, and verse— 
and all of it seems just reporting. I started 
at the printer's case on the Ottumwa (Iowa) 
Democrat, and after one day's effort the boss 
thought I might make a better reporter than 
printer. The matter is still open to argu- 
ment. Anyway, I went to reporting and it 
was not long before, at the somewhat 
peevish request of my boss, I again sought 
other fields. 

My nest move was to find a job on the 
Rockford (Ill) Register-Gazette. Having 
been born in Rockford, the home folks were 
more tolerant of me than Iowa proved to be. 
But, looking back on those cub days, when 
I was turned loose by a generous manage- 


ment to write anything and everything that 
fancy dictated, and then to read proof and 
help make up the paper, I can see that I 
must have stretched toleration to the 
breaking point. 

Like all ambitious Middle Westerners, 
my goal was Chicago. I found a place on 
the Chicago Daily News under H. T. 
(Butch) White, one of the greatest news- 
paper men I have ever known. He was a 
man of original ideas and would run poems 
or humorous sketches on Page One. If I 
couldn't hit the front page with a news- 
story, I would try putting over a verse, or 
'round-the-town sketch. When Mr. White 
took charge of the Denver Republican, I 
asked for a job and got it. 

I stayed in Denver 22 years, writing 
editorials and conducting columns of verse 
and paragraphs, and for the last three years 
being managing editor of the Denver Times. 
During those years I traveled over the West 
a great deal. To me it is still the most 
interesting part of such of the world as I 
have seen. The cowboy era had not passed. 
I have been out with cowboys, sheepherders, 
wolfers, forest-rangers and Indians. Have 
been over most of the big reservations from 
Crow to Navajo. 

Along about 1911, when I was running a 
column of verse and paragraphs for the 
Denver Republican, I wrote some lines 
entitled Out Where the West Begins. Not 
having any idea that they were going to be 
popular, I didn’t copyright them. The 
verses are still going around on postcards, 
wall cards and sofa-pillows and have been 
set to music three or four times and sung by 
Schumann-Heink and many others. About 
once a month somebody tucks them away 
in a new anthology. Queer game, writing. 
Prospecting isn't half as much of a gamble. 

Have had two books of verse published: 
Out Where the West Begins, and Cactus 
Center, by Houghton Mifflin Co., Boston. 
Two novels by the same house: Mystery 
Ranch and John Crews; also a short History 
of Colorado, by Rand, McNally. The first- 
named book of verse has gone into thirteen 
or fourteen editions, I believe, but let it not 
be assumed that I drive a Rolls-Royce. 

Some nine years ago I tried the newspaper 
game in New York City and did reporting, 
rewrite and Sunday feature articles for the 
Herald-Tribune. Left there four years ago 
for free-lance work in the magazine field. 

Have two sons in newspaper work in New 
York. A third son, now a sophomore at 
Amherst, seems to be headed for the same 
field. 

When it comes to seeking recreation, I 
can listen to grand opera by the hour, but 
I'll have to confess that hitting the trails in 
the Far West, and fly-fishing when the tang 
of Spring is in the air—well, there's nothing 
else quite like it! 


—o— 


Here is the first verse of that famous 
little poem, Out Where the West Begins 
by Mr. Chapman, above referred to: 


Out where the handclasp's a little stronger, 

Out where the smile dwells a little longer, 
That’s where the West begins; 

Out where the sun is a little brighter, 

Where the snow that falls is a trifle whiter, 

Where the bonds of home are a wee bit 


tighter, " 
That's where the West begins. 
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The entire 
13 pieces are 
decorated 
with om 
like the 110- 
piece dinner 
,, producin, 


put on practically 
as they are applied to 
the dishes, rich and 


Re | 


A Complete 

Service for 

DO 12 People 
V. 

NP Down 


brings this Complete Outfit On 


F Tr e e T ri al An astounding price- 


smashing bargain: — 
: think of it, 173 pieces 
of china, silver and glassware—a complete servicefor 12 
people. Just $1.00 with coupon below brings the outfit 
to your home on 30 days free trial. The 13 piece glass- 
ware set is included free—but only if you send at once, 
Examine the value, the quality, the beauty of each piece. Then 
£o to your local dealer and compare prices—yes, even spot cash 
prices. how much you save on this pp After 
30 days trial and use, if you're not delighted with this sensational 
bargain send it back at our expense and we'll refund your dollar 
plus all transportation charges you paid. 


$ 70 M h But if you decide to keep the 
outfit start paying only $2.70 

22 a ont a month ‘until you've paid 
our special sale price—only $29.95—for the entire outfit with the 
13-piece erate set FREE. Think of it, almost a year to pay. 
Where else can you find such a bargain and on such easy terms? 


Send Coupon NOW! 


Hurry — don't delay! Remember the 13-piece glassware set is 
Free Bargain Cata free if you order at once. 30 days 
Sent with or without erder. free trial. Send coupon now while 
See the coupon! this special offer lasts. 


Straus & Schram, caicace a. 


t 


inch; 12 breakfast lates, 7-inch; 12 coupe soups. 
34-inch; 12 oatmeal dishe: 


12 fruit saucers, 


y 

the 
ect glaze 
plates, 9- _ 
73-1 


cups; 12 saucers; 12 bread and butter plates, 6- 
vegetable dish, $-inch; one round vegetable 


S0-Piece Silver Set 


] 
Each piece is heavily silver 
lated on nickel silver base. 
e set is made up of 12 knives 
12 forks, 12 dessert spoons, ii 
teaspoons, 1 sugar shell and 1 
butter knife. 


13-Piece Glassware Set 
FREE, if you send at once, 
See description above. 
i ight of 
best Pt = e ei 
No. G2918A. $1.00 


Order by No. 
with couvon, $2.70 a month, 
Total bargain price, $29.95. 


Send Coupon! 


mEERENEEEEEENEN a 
z ~ 

1 Straus & Schram; Pert. em. 

@ Enclosed find $1. Ship the special advertised 173-piece outfit (13- 
iece Glassware Set FREE). I am to have 30 days free trial. If! 
eep the Outfit, I will pay you $2.70 monthly. 1f not satisfied, I am 

to return the Outfit and you are to refund 
freight or express charges 1 paid. . 
173-plece Outfit No. G2918A, $29.95 


my money and any 


Shipping Point 


-AEEEEEEEENENMEN 
$ 
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- 
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Make Your 


Vest POCKET 
Bring You 


'05 week 


amazing new 
adding Ss in your vest 
pocket, Make $3.00 an hour 
showing it to sterekoepers, bookkee; profess! 
others. Agents cleaning up with thie f fast seller, Everyone who 
does any of figuring needs it and will bay on sight. 


Complete Adding Machine Only $2.95 

VE-PO-AD duplicates work of large adding machines. Sells for only 
$2.95. Adds, subtracts, multiplies—in a 
jiffy. Always accurate—never gets out of 
order. Over 200,000 in 


UP BIG 
MONEY hero it ial 


Sample Ve-Po-Ad FREE 


You don't need spiro made 
$175 his frst week. y eg 326 to $100 
s & week regularly. "you can e as many as 3 
'e- 


sn hour—ov t 
for you. Grasp this deut. Write at onoo 
for full details of FR Po-Ad offer and 
my MONEY-MAKING PLAN. Do it NOW. 


C. M. CLEARY 


173 W. Madison St., Dept. 454, Chicago, Ill. 


Kil! The Hair 
ES S E SETAS IE cR 
Bred stamps. We teach a culture. 


D. J. MAHLER, 704 A Mahler Park, PROVIDENCE, R. I. 


Root 


Showing samples and writing ordere— World's 
M most complete men's wear line. Bhirta, 
lerwear, pajamas, waterproof trench coate— j 
Semper eks Many earn $75.00 A WEEK. Wee 
all samples and supplies FREE and show 

cy how to make big profits, m of spare time. & 
$ A at once and we will include men's tio line 


HOWARD SHIRT CO. 
1213-W Van Buren St., Dept.111-H, Chicago 


CUT PRICE 


SALE 


CLEAR YOUR SKIN! 


Pimples, Boils, Rashes, Itch, Eczema, 
Acne,UlIcers,Old Sores and All Skin Infec- 
tions Guaranteed Relieved in 24 Hours. 
Minox Chlorine Ointment Kills all germs. 
Many times stronger than Carbolic Acid 
solution, Iodine or Peroxide. Absolutely 
non-poisonous. Druggists and Doctors eve- 
rywhere highly recommend. Successfull 
used in over 356,000 cases. SPECIA 
OFFER: 3 Large 50c Tubes ($1.50) For 
Only $1. White greaseless cream. Stain- 
less. Neatly packed in tubes that do not 
leak or brea k We absolutely guarantee to 
refund your money without question if 
Minox does not clear yous skin. Limited 
offer. Act now. Will send C. O. D. 
Minox Co., 463 East 147 St., New York, N. Y. 


[Want 100 
ati'90aMe 


Men CIR epe yos Eurer 
etime, u 


0 investme: 
iuipment furnishe: 


Nope: Wie Quick 
eandsof dollars. s- Exclusive territory. es Serv- 
Cash Bon expe- 
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Will the Ambrose Small Mystery Yet 
Be Solved? 


(Continued from page 57) 


Ambrose Small in West Africa in Octo- 
ber, 1926. [Small disappeared in 1919.] 
I was an agent for an English firm there. 
You meet so few white men there, in re- 
mote sections, that you do not forget 
them easily. He was using the Congo 
boat to get up the coast, and was accom- 
panied by another white man. 

“He came to lunch with me the next 
day, and talked most interestingly of his 
travels through the South Sea Islands, 
New Zealand, and a bit of the East. Just 
before parting with the man with whom 
he came into my place, a world traveler 
whom I had met several times, Small 
was asked to put his autograph in a book 
the other man carried. 

*[ distinctly remember him signing, 
‘A (something) Small.’ 

“October 19th, 1926, I sailed for Eng- 
land, and several months later I was 
with a friend who had been in Canada 
some years. As I was then intending to 
locate in Canada, I talked much of the 
country with him. He, in turn, asked 
me about Africa, and I told him the last 
man I had seen there from America, was 
a chap named Small. Small had not 
told me he was from Toronto, but I im- 
plied that he was at least an American. 

“My Canadian friend then remarked, 
‘Why, maybe that is the Small!’ He then 
related to me the case. 

“It was the first time I had ever heard 
the circumstances. As soon as I arrived 
in Toronto, I made inquiries, and I am 
convinced that the man I met in West 
Africa was the lost Toronto millionaire. 
Naturally, I anticipated quite an amount 
of skepticism. Though in one quarter 
what I had to say was given credence, 
yet in another, the quarter in which I 
would have expected it to receive atten- 
tion, I was given an extraordinarily pecu- 
liar reception. It is as much that pecu- 
liar reception as anything else, that has 
caused me to write this letter. 

“I would not, however, care to write 
the details of the interview I had in 
Toronto, but if you or your representa- 
tive will call on me, I will be glad to 
give you information that will enable 
you to find the man who obtained, in my 
presence, the autograph of Small. 

*Oné thing I feel certain of—that is, 
that A. J. Small is not dead!" 


AT once wrote C. H. J. Snyder, man- 

aging editor of the Evening Telegram 
of Toronto, giving him the facts of the 
letter. He sent a reporter to see Mr. Tom- 
linson, whom he found to be a man of 
mature bearing and excellent reputation. 
He caused to be published a summary of 
the letter, and an effort is now being 
made to find the man who was with the 
one believed to be Small, in order to ob- 
tain his autograph book. This really 
might determine whether the chap was 
Small, as his signature was very pecu- 
liar. Tomlinson explained that a signa- 
ture he had later seen, known to be 
Small’s, was identical with the one.he 
saw signed in West Africa. Small's pic- 
ture, too, he thought, showed an unmis- 
takable resemblance. 


Readers of my previous story will, of 
course, recall that A. J. Small had told 
many people, just before he disappeared, 
that as soon as he completed the deal 
that made him a millionaire, he was go- 
ing to travel extensively with Mrs. 
Small. He was at least going around 
the world, as that had always been his 
ambition. The day he made his million 
he disappeared. 

From Wichita, Kansas, comes another 
letter that has a bearing on the case, as 
suggesting a possible solution. It is 
signed by Doctor M. T. Young, surgeon 
and physician. He mentions that, after 
reading the story, he finds a possible 
solution in the suggestion that A. J. 
Small had suddenly become stricken 
with amnesia. 

Amnesia may be caused by a fall, a 
blow on the head, or some slight de- 
rangement of the nervous system, he ex- 
plains. It may wholly destroy that part 
of the mind where consciousness of 
identity is centered, or speech or loco- 
motion. It is a disease that seldom 
operates the same on two persons. 

Then he recalls a case when he was 
a medical student, in Wichita—and here 
is a story that suggests the long arm 
of coincidence, 

Doctor Young said in 1880 he had a 
friend named Edward Brown, cashier of 
the State Bank 4t Wichita. He was a 
young man of most regular habits, mar- 
ried, and with a happy family. He lived 
near the river, three blocks from the 
street-car, in rather a remote section. 
He always caught the same car home, 
and knew the driver well. 

One evening, he left the bank as usual, 
caught the same car as usual, and started 
toward his home. He was not seen 
again. 

The next morning his hat was found 
near the sidewalk. It was dented as if 
by a blow. There was blood and matted 
hair on the inside. The bank books 
were found to be in order, and all the 
money was there. There was no known 
reason why Brown should have disap- 
peared voluntarily. 


ND now for the sequel. 

Two years later, a tramp appeared 
at the door of the “Widow” Brown. He 
was apparently weak-minded, dirty, 
ragged, pitiful. Mrs. Brown saw some- 
thing in the pathetic spectacle that was 
strangely familiar. She spoke her hus- 
band's name, and the tramp began to 
cry. Neighbors were called. It was her 
long-missing husband. There was an old 
scar on his head, corresponding to what 
would have been made through the 
dented hat. The theory was that he had 
been struck by a hold-up man. The Doc- 
tor adds: 

“The blow brought on a case of am- 
nesia. Gradually sanity returned, but 
even when the man appeared at his own 
home, he did not then realize his iden- 
tity. Later he fully recovered, and again 
took his place in business.” 

This, Doctor Young suggests, 

(Continued on page 12) 


may 
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“Dont make a monkey 
of yourself 


cried Bob as 


OB was always putting his foot into 
things. 

I was spending my vacation with him 
when I met his cousin, Helen. Instantly all 
other girls faded out of my life. It was love 
at first sight. But unfortunately she didn’t 
seem to feel the same way about me. 

Like all young lovers, I confided my 
troubles to the nearest willing ear. It hap- 
pened to be Bob's. 

“You've got nothing to worry about,” he 
insisted when I finished my tale of woe. 
“Just leave it to me. All you need is a 
little publicity. . . ." 

Right then and there I knew I should 
have kept my mouth shut. 

The very next day he announced that he'd 
just had a long talk with Helen and, accord- 
ing to him, 'put me over big." 

"Boy! What I didn't tell her about you 
is nobody's business!" he exulted. “When 
I got through with my little song and dance 
about what a whiz you are at the office, I 

ulled my trump card . . . and believe me, 
it boosted your stock sky high!" 

“What was it?” 

“Well, you see, she’s crazy about music. 
So I conveniently forgot that you can’t 
play a note, and told her you are an accom- 
plished pianist!” 

“But Bob...” 

“Not another word! I’ve got you sitting 
pretty, now. If by any chance you're asked 
to play—just say that you've strained your 
wrist playing tennis. I’m some little fixer, 
eh, what?" 

That very night we were all invited to the 
Carews' party. On the way over, I sensed 
a big difference in Melen—a difference that 
made my heart beat fast with a new hope. 
Perhaps, after all, Bob was a good fixer. 

A little later in the evening we were all 
gathered around the piano, listening to the 
rather indifferent performance of one of the 
guests. 


I Am Asked to Play the Piano 


“I’m just dying to hear you play!" cried 


Helen. "I've heard so much about your 
talent! Won't you play something for us?" 
"Yes!" “Yes!” “Please!” came from 


all sides. 

With a smile I bowed low . . 
that i would be a pleasure! 

Glancing up I saw Bob's grin change to 
amazement. This was not part of the plan! 
Calmly ignoring his frantic signals I walked 
over to the piano. 

Quick as a flash Bob followed me. “For 
the love of Pete get away from that piano," 
he whispered excitedly. —''Don't make a 
monkey of yourself. If Helen ever hears 
you play. she'll think everything else I told 
her is bunk, too!" 


Turning to the guests in an effort to save 
his own skin, Bob announced, "Perhaps we 
should wait until some other time. You 
see, his wrist was slightly sprained in tennis 
this afternoon, and . . ." 

"Oh, that's nothing!" I broke in, and as 
he looked at me dumfounded, I sat down 
at the pianc. 


. and replied 


Without any further hesitation, and with 
a secret smile at the surprise I had up my 
sleeve, I began the first notes of Irving 
Berlin's famous "Russian Lullaby"! The 
tantalizing, irresistible strains seemed to 
throw a spell over the guests. One by one 
they quietly moved nearer the piano until 
soon I was completely surrounded by rapt 
listeners. 

Bob was so stupefied that all he could do 
was to stand there in open-mouthed amaze- 
ment. 

On and on I played—losing myself in my 
music. I forgot Bob's astonishment—forgot 
the glow of admiration in Helen’s eyes— 
forgot everything but the beautiful melodies 
that always opened a new world for my 
enchantment. Swept away by the sheer 
magic of Berlin’s genius, I was unaware of 
the silent tribute that followed my playing 


until thunderous applause shook the room. 
That brought me to myself with a start. For the 
rest of the evening I was the lion of the party. 
Bob could hardly restrain his curiosity until we 
were safely home. 
"Boy! You sure stopped that party dead!” he 


Isat down at the piano 


exclaimed. ‘You could have knocked me over with 
a feather when I heard you actually playing! Why 
didn't you tell me you knew how?" 

“You never asked whether I knew how to play,” 
I countered. 

"Of course not! Last summer you didn't know 
one note from another—how was I to guess you'd 
blossomed into an accomplished pianist overnight?" 

"Not overnight, exactly!" I smiled. “Although 
it almost seemed that way! Remember that Free 
Demonstration Lesson in music I sent for?" 

"You don't mean the one that was supposed to 
show you how to play without a teacher, do you?” 

“The same! All the fellows said it was a fool 
stunt and that I was crazy to send for it. Well, it 
happened to be tne best bit of luck that ever came 
my way! I didn't say anything about it because I 
didn't want every one laughing at me when I sent 
forthecourse. That course certainly is wonderful!” 

"So you really are an ‘accomplished’ pianist. 
The joke's on me, all right!" 

“Oh, I wouldn't say 'accomplished'," I laughed. 
“But enough of a pianist to get a lot more fun out 
of life than I used tol” 


You, too, Can Learn to Play 
Without a Teacher 


The above story is typical. You, too, can 
learn to play your favorite instrument by this re- 
markable “at home” method that has helped almost 
half a million people all over the world to increased 
pleasure and financial gain. You don't have to 
know the slightest thing about music. First you 
are told what to do—then a picture shows you bow 
to do it—them'you do it yourself and hear it. No 
private teacher could make it any clearer. 

You learn at home in your spare time. You 
study when you please—and as much or as little as 
you please. There are no tiresome scales—no 
laborious exercises. You play simple, familiar 
melodies by note right from the start. 


Free Book and 
Demonstration Lesson 


Our wonderful illustrated Free Book and Our Free 
Demonstration Lesson explains all about this re- 
markable method. They prove just how any one 
can learn to play his favorite instrument in almost no 
time and for just a fraction of what old, slow methods 
cost. (The Book will 
also tell you all 
about the amazing 
rew Automatic Fin- 
ger Control.) 

If youreally want 
to learn to play—if 
new friends, good 
times, social popu- 
larity and increased 
income appeal to 
you—take this op- 
portunity to make 
your dreams come 
true. Now! Sign 
thecouponand send 
it beforeit'stoolate. 
Instruments sup- 
plied when needed, 
cash or credit. U. 
S. School of Music, 


PICK YOUR 
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Voice and 
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Drums and Traps 
Automatic Finger 
Control 


3064 Brunswick Banjo (Plectrum, 5- 
Bldg, New York String or Tenor) 
City. 


U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
| 3064 Brunswick Bldg., New York City. 


| Please send me your free book, "Music Lessons 

l in Your Own Home,” with introduction by Dr. 
Frank Crane, Free Demonstration Lesson and 

| particulars of your easy payment plan. I am 

| interested in the following course: 

| Have you above instrument?............ 
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I feel better, look better, 
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tality. No wrinkled or 
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` Let Mrs. Burton 
! Advise You 


Mrs. Burton Advises Women on 
Motherhood and Companionship 


“For several years I was denied the blessin 
of motherhood," writes Mrs. Margaret Burton o 
Kansas City. “I was terribly nervous and sub- 
ject to periods of terrible suffering and melan- 
cholia. Now I am the proud mother of a beauti- 
ful little daughter and a true companion and in- 
spiration to my husband. I believe hundreds of 
other women would like to know the secret of 
my happiness, and I will gladly reveal it to any 
married woman who will write me," Mrs. Bur- 
ton offers her advice entirely without charge. 
She has nothing to sell. Letters should be ad- 
dressed to Mrs. Margaret Button, 80 Massachu- 
setts, Kansas City, Mo. Correspondence will be 
strictly confidential. 
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(Continued from page 10) 


have been the case with Ambrose J. 
Small. Perhaps he is a wanderer some- 
where in the world, unable to identify 
himself! Such pathological cases are in- 
numerable all over the world, the Doc- 
tor adds. 

Now, for the coincidence: 

As a “cub” reporter, I was working in 
Wichita in 1888, and handled the case 
of Ed Brown's disappearance. Through 
the years, the facts come back to me 
like a dream. I was a reporter on the 
Evening News-Beacon, later changed to 
the Beacon. The managing editor was 
John S. Richardson, who had recently 
gone there from Chicago. Years later 
I met him, and he was holding a respon- 
sible position on the Chicago Daily Chron- 
icle, since defunct. The then Senator For- 
well, of Illinois, had leased the paper from 


Henry M. Allen, former Secretary oí 
State of Kansas. 
Anyway, I well recall what Doctor 


Young relates—how I was sent on a 
hurry call out to the home of "Banker 
Brown—mystery stuff—get a hack!" These 
were Richardson's words. When a re- 
porter was given authority in those days 
to spend money for a hack, it had better 
be a big story! 


FOUND the facts as Doctor Young 

now relates. But I can go further. 
Mrs. Brown, to support herself and chil- 
dren, organized a private school. It was 
human interest stuff. And, as illustrating 
what a good newspaper man Richardson 
was, he said: 

“Keep in touch with that lady, young 
fellow! Brown may come back—per- 
haps they will find his body! Anyway, 
you may get a scoop!” 

And I did. Nearly two years later 
I received a phone call from Mrs. Brown. 
She asked me to hurry to the house. 
There were a few old friends present, 
and—Ed Brown! I was the only news- 
paper man there. But he could give me 
no coherent explanation of his wander- 
ings. He was a sick man. Later, as 
Doctor Young recalls, he did recover, 
but not while I was there did he return 
to the bank. So, it's like turning back 
the clock forty years. : 

And, here is something that may de- 
velop for the detectives. It is a letter 
dated September 7th, Green Bay, Vir- 
ginia, on the letter-head of Charles L. 
York, M. D. The physician asks: 

"Would there be any interest in fol- 
lowing up a lead that promises first- 
hand information regarding Amby Small 
after his disappearance? If interested, 
please answer." 

I did answer, and reported the cir- 
cumstance to the authorities. I have not 
heard again. 

The case seems to have especially 
interested physicians. For instance, I 
have had two very illuminating letters 
from Doctor J. P. Dugger, Garden City, 
Kansas, the first dated August 24th, in 
which various angles of the case are dis- 
cussed. 

From Altoona, Pennsylvania, under 
date and address of September 3rd, R. B. 
Stanner, 235 S. Franklin Street, Allen- 
town, came a letter saying, "Send some 
photos and detailed description. If this 
is not Small, he has a good double! 


Stop off and see me, if you can.” 

H. L. Stevenson, of Eagle, Colorado, 
who signs himself, Agent, D. and R. G. 
Ry," wrote me at length, making some 
rather startling suggestions about the 
watch Small was supposed to be ‘carry- 
ing at the time of his disappearance. 
3ut since the suggestions reflect on cer- 
tain persons rather strongly, I will not 
give details. 

Albert L. Wyman, of 86 Prospect 
Street, Little Falls, New Jersey, devoted 
two pages of a typewritten letter to a 
very sagacious analysis of the facts as 
related in the magazine story; but, like 
several others, he casts suspicion upon 
some people too directly. 

From San Francisco comes a letter 
from old Charley Matlock, one-time 
famous as an associate of the best de- 
tective talent in North America, a man 
with whom I have worked on several 
great mystery cases, he as an officer and 
I as a newspaper man. He gives his ad- 
dress as the Elks’ Club, and discusses 


various angles of the mystery. In con- 
clusion, he says: 

"Of course, Small is dead, and most 
likely the victim of kidnapers. But it 


does seem to me some of the old bunch 
could have gotten at the bottom of the 
mystery." 


Tq HER are fair samples of the wide- 
spread interest the story in True DE- 
TECTIVE MYSTERIES attracted, in all classes. 
Three high court judges in Canada, and 
one governor in, the States, have dis- 
cussed the case“with me after reading 
the story. So it is possible there will 
be still further developments to relate 
in the near future. 

Incidentally I might mention that a 
relative of Ambrose Small in Toronto, 
who did not receive any of Small's money, 
was infuriated with the story. He 
claimed that the facts as presented were 
of a character to shield the person or 
persons he infers murdered his relative. 
He went so far as to publish a four- 
page circular giving his personal views, 
expressed in violent language, and in 
which he also pointed out what he al- 
leged were inaccuracies in my account 
of the case. But, as my article explained, 
the whole story goes deep. One can- 
not put names in an account like this 
merely on suspicion. 

This world-famous case is still a deep 
mystery. 

Will Doctor Langsner solve it? 


An authentic, complete story of the 
Booher case, in which Doctor Langsner 
figured so prominently (as mentioned in 
the foregoing account) will appear in an 
early issue of TRUE DETECTIVE MYSTERIES. 
It is a first-hand, inside story written 
by Jack Kelly of the Edmonton Journa! 
and is illustrated with the actual photo- 
graphs. Mr. Kelly was on the scene 
from first to last. Don't miss this col- 
orful account of Western Canada's most 
sensational murder case in years. 


STUART LAKE, formerly of the New York 
Herald, will give the inside facts on the 
famous Becker case (in which five men died 


in the electric chair) in next month's issue 
of this magazine—one the most sensa- 
tional exposes ever printed. 
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Budget Plan 
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ls a symphony of Life, played by humans all over the 
world. . . . It is of —the eternal triangle! . . . Something 
which civilization has inherited all the way down 
through the ages. . . . One man falls in love with 
a woman, courts her, marries her. . . . Obviously 
they are happy. . . . Another man sees her, falls 
victim to her beauty and charm. . . . He begins 
breaking down the traditions of “coveting thy 
neighbor's wife" when gripped with a 
burning desire to possess her. . . . Her 
husband is oblivious to all that is going on. 
... He'slike a million of us, ploughing, 
plodding ahead at his task so that he 
can get on in the world and give his 
wife more of life's material 
comforts. ... Her happiness 
is his worry by day and his 
dream by night.... Temp- 
tation is powerful and 
only the strong-willed 
can survive.... And 
to this lovely wo- Thus you have an idea of the intensity and drama 
man there comes that make up the second TRUE STORY PIC- 
v | "seid B M TURE being produced by FBO. . . . It’s 
As Ta ried human, if ever a story was. . . . There is a 
oes she VU ME T4 54 
dynamic, vivid sweep of action to it that makes you 
virtually live with the characters. . . . Can 
you imagine what the massive production forces 
of FBO will do with this story? . . . How 
much of an expert-craftsman the director will 
have to be to weave this song romantically, beaw- 
tifully, sympathetically! . . . How sincere and 
human the players will have to be tointerpret 
their parts properly! . 

lt will pay you to «watch 

for the arrival of this 

TRUE STORY PICTURE 

on the screen of your 

favorite theatre. 
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Who Killed Elsie Sigel? 


By George William Wilder 


HE fiendish murder of Elsie Sigel held the entire reading public of two continents in a 
sustained grip of horror, unsurpassed by any other crime in police annals. — 


Each morning for months in millions of homes, newspapers were searched with 
avidity for additional! details of this gruesome tragedy. Interest crescendoed until Inspector 
McCafferty, head of the Homicide Bureau of the New York Police Department, was obliged ` 
to take desperate measures to stem the tide of hysteria which was seriously hampering the 
work of his men engaged on the case. 


No mystery best-seller ever gripped the imagination as did the series of horrors daily 
unfolded by investigators. : 


In this, the greatest man-hunt of centuries, in first óne city then another in the United 


States, and reaching to China itself, the quarry was protected with consummate skill by soft- 


footed Chinese tongmen who stopped not even at further cold-blooded murders to protect a 
member of their Brotherhood. 


It smashed through the barriers which had protected fallen young women living in the 
shadowlands of opium dens and dragged them protestingly into the open; revealed a hitherto 
hidden werld where incredible depravity was practiced in the heart of the greatest city on the 
globe; crashed to ruins its underground burrows and scattered its slant-eyed gunmen and 
breeders of vice and violence! 


Pervading all was the hovering spirit of a murdered martyr, the beautiful twenty-three- 
year-old granddaughter of General Franz Sigel of Civil War fame, who had foregone a life of 
social pleasures to devote herself to the care of New York Chinatown’s outcasts! 


So unspeakable were the conditions disclosed that only mere glimpses were fit for print 
in a daily paper. Those, however, were lurid enough to satiate the curiosity of the most morbid, 
and served as a camouflage to obscure the real detective work being performed in the case. 


We have the inside story of this sensational crime and will print it next month. It will be 
told to readers of True Detective Mysteries by the man who had direct'charge of the case, 
and who, from beginning to end, was in the thick of the fight to bring the murderer to justice— 
Inspector Ernest Van Wagner, now commanding the Staten Island (N. Y.) Police Department, 
under New York Headquarters. 


He it was who first opened the murder trunk in which the unfortunate girl was found in 
that stuffy little room over Sun Leung's chop-suey restaurant. He it was who started out on the 
fiendish killer's trail; who kept on when the outlook was dark, discouraging—almost hopeless. 


He will tell the real story. 


Don't miss this. 


te STRANGE DEATH ot 


OUISVILLE, Ken- 
tucky, has been the 
scene of many a 
deep mystery, but 
perhaps no crime case that has ever happened there has been 
more baffling in its various phases than the mysterious death, 
ten years ago, of Elizabeth Ford Griffith, beautiful seventeen- 
year-old daughter of Mr, and Mrs. John T. Griffith. 

The circumstances 
were dramatic, 

On the morning of the 
day before Christmas, 
1919, Elizabeth kissed 
her mother good-by, and 
left for work. 

“If I don’t come home 
for supper, Mother," she 
called back over her 
shoulder as she tripped 
down the walk to the 
street, “you'll know I 
stayed down-town to 
finish my Christmas 
shopping !" 

Was it possible this 
lovely girl of seventeen, 
who, to all outward ap- 
pearances, was happy 
and at peace with the 
world, then knew of the 
tragic fate she was to 
meet within.a few short 
hours? 

On the face of it, it 
seems impossible—at 
least, highly improbable. 
Yet, no one can tell. 

The facts are that at 
five o'clock that day, 
only nine hours after she 
had left her home, the 
mother,  grief-stricken, 
had received news that 
her daughter had com- 
mitted suicide. Her 
child's parting kiss was 
still warm on the mother's 
lips. Had it meant a long 
farewell? Did the girl 
know to what she was 
going? Did her lingering 
over that mark of affec- 
tion in the morning indicate a fear in her heart of what was 
leering at her just ahead, that she had decided to meet, and 
yet, that terrified her? Was her apparently genuine happiness 
only a cloak to mask this fear? 

Or, was the unfortunate girl suddenly engulfed in the 
blackness of a night to which there was no dawn, and which 
she had not anticipated? 

What hidden tragedy lay in the silent grip of those last nine 
hours? 


For the past ten years I have been a reporter on the 

Louisville Courier-Journal and the Louisville Evening 
Times, and the story which I am about to tell was one of the 
first of its kind with which I was directly connected. For 
that reason it has always held intense interest for me. I did 
not get “in” on the story until the third day, but the early 
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He was known as “Louisville’s Smiling Doctor"—Dr. Christopher 
Schott, leading figure in this sensational mystery case. Did he kill this 
beautiful young girl who trusted him? ‘‘J would not have harmed a 
hair of her head!” he insisted, when charged with having murdered her 


By MARY CHENOWETH 
of the Louisville COURIER-JOURNAL ` 


proceedings were related 
to me by Doctor Theo- 
dore Singer, the deputy 
coroner, who was as- 
signed to the case when the call was received. 

“The staff in the Coroner's office," Doctor Singer said, '*was 
preparing to leave early, in order to be home in time for 
Christmas Eve celebrations, when, shortly after four o'clock 
in the afternoon, Doc- 
tor Christopher Schott 
telephoned that his 
stenographer had com- 
mitted suicide. He 
said he would be up at 
once in his own car to 
take either Doctor Roy 
Carter, the Coroner, 
or myself to the scene 
of the tragedy. Doctor 
Carter was not in, and 
the assignment went 
to me. 

“Within thirty min- 
utes I was in Doctor 
Schott's car, and we 
were speeding in the 
direction of his office. 
Doctor Schott gave 
me as much of the de- 
tails as possible on the 
way, and by the time 
we reached the scene 
of the tragedy, I was 
fairly well informed 
about what.I was to 
face. 


“THE girl had shot 

herself, Doctor 
Schott explained, be- 
tween noon and three- 
thirty o’clock, during 
a period that he and 
a little neighbor child 
were delivering Christ- 
mas presents to his 
patients. 

“ ‘Was Miss Griffith 
despondent, or in fail- 
ing health?’ I asked, 
‘or could you assign 
any other motive 
which would have driven her to commit such a deed?’ 

"'No,' the physician answered, ‘except that she was a 
nervous, high-strung girl, and was easily upset. But she was 
the best office girl I ever had. She was engaged to be married 
to a young Army officer k f 

The house in which the tragedy occurred was a three-room 
affair built on the front of a lot adjoining a drug store. The 
front room was used as a reception room; the second, a con- 
sultation room; and the third, in the rear, for general use. 

“I found the body of the dead girl," Doctor Singer con- 
tinued, “‘lying on her left side partly between the consultation 
room and the third room. Blood had flowed from a bullet 
wound in her left breast. Near her hand, almost within the 
clutches of her still warm fingers, was a forty-five-caliber 
army Colt revolver. Traces of tears were on her lovely face, 
but she must have hoped to carry her secret in silence to the 


Beautiful ELIZABETH GRIFFITH 


LOVE! JEALOUSY! DESPAIR!—which of these three devastating 

emotions, bursting into flame, brought tragic end to the triangular ro- 

mance of the Louisville physician, the gallant young Army officer, and the 

17-year-old Kentucky beauty? “SHE COMMITTED SUICIDE!” said 

the Doctor; but black Suspicion, pointing its accusing. finger, retorted: 
“YOU MURDERED HER!” 


grave, for she left no farewell note or 
word of any kind to explain the deed. 
Doctor Schott's statement threw abso- 
lutely no light on the affair, so far as 
motive was concerned. 


e TT has always been my custom,’ 

Doctor Schott explained to me, 'to 
remember my patients with gifts at 
Christmas, which I would deliver in 
person. Laurene Gardner, the child of a 
tenant of mine, asked to go along this 
year, for the automobile ride. We left the 
office about noon with the first lot, return- 
ing again about one o'clock for more 
presents. 

“ ‘Elizabeth seemed to be in good spirits, 
and waved to us as we drove away. When 
we returned again at three-thirty, we 
found that the double-door between the 
front room and the consultation room was 


In the doorway, on the floor directly 
below the telephone book, is the spot 
where Elizabeth Griffith’s body was 
found—where the girl had talked only 
a brief time before to a Louisville mil- 
liner on the phone shown in the picture 


closed. I called to her, but received no 
answer. Just then a patient came in, and 
when I tried to open the door, I found it 
was locked from the inside. I took a 
small key from my pocket and unlocked it. 

“ ‘Elizabeth was lying in the doorway 
to the third room. I examined her, and 
found she was dead. I immediately 
notified the Coroner.' 

"Laurene, the Doctor's thirteen-year- 
old companion on his gift-distributing 
trip—as bright a child as ever lived—gave 
the same outline of events as presented 
by Doctor Schott. 

“While we were making the preliminary 


“I have always been good to you,” wrote 
lovely Elizabeth Griffith (pictured at left) 
to Doctor Schott; and then, on the day be- 
fore Christmas, shé said over the telephone to 
a caller: ‘‘Christmas means nothing to 
me. I am too sad to care." Thirty 
minutes later she lay dying! 
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arrangements preparatory to sending the body to an under- 
taking establishment, the telephone rang. It was Miss 
Griffith’s little brother, who had called to ask whether his 
sister intended coming home for supper or remaining down- 
town, as she had indicated when she left home in the morning. 

“ ‘Let me speak to your mother,’ Doctor Schott said to the 
child. Then, as gently as possible, he told Mrs. Griffith the 
story of her daughter's tragic end. 

“ ‘Oh, my God!’ the mother cried. ‘My little girl never took 
her own life!" 

“The Doctor heard the receiver clatter to the floor, and 
learned later that she had fallen in a faint. 

“The body was re- 
moved to an undertak- 
ing establishment, 
wliere an autopsy was 
held by the Coroner.” 


MOTHER'S in- 

- * stinct is keen. Was 
Mrs. Griffith right when 
she said that her daugh- 
ter "never took her own 
life"? Doctor Roy Car- 
ter, the Coroner, 
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“That door could easily 
be latched from either 
side by a small instru- 
ment!” said Captain De- 
Forester (shown above) 
then Chief of Detectives of 
the Louisville police, in 
speaking of the all-impor- 
tant point of the latched 
door to the death room (see 
double-door shown in 
drawing on 
page 22) 


“Elizabeth 
Griffith was 
slain as she fell 
to her knees, 
and begged for 
mercy! This 
was the happi- 
est moment in 
DoctorSchott’s 
life!" i 


(at right) the 
brilliant young 
Prosecuting At- 
torney 
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thought so. Read his statement following his examination: 


“In my opinion, a bullet of the caliber which caused 
Elizabeth Griffith’s death, if it had been fired by her, would 
have caused a larger bruise than the small blue spot en- 
circling the wound. There were no powder burns on either 
her clothing or body, and from the range of the bullet it 
seems that it would have been almost impossible for the 
girl to have fired the shot herself.” 


So flashed the Coroner's statement in the press. He fixed 
the hour the shot was fired at two-thirty. 


And so, to Captain William H. DeForester, then chief of g 
the Louisville detective force, fell the task of unraveling the : 


mystery. 
If the girl was murdered—who did it? And why? 
If it was suicide—what was the secret in the dead girl's life? 
At this point, also, began my own connection with the 
story of Elizabeth Ford Griffith. 


The autopsy revealed absolutely nothing which would lead 
to a motive for either suicide or murder. Captain DeForester 
and his staff went back to the scene of the tragedy. Examina- 
tion for finger-prints was made in every part of the house. 

The detectives began to work on the theory that a dope 
fiend might have entered the office while Elizabeth was alone, 
in an attempt to rob the medicine cabinet, and, when she 
remonstrated with him, become enraged, and killed her. This 
was given consideration at first, because Doctor Schott's 
office had been robbed several months before. Neighbors 
were questioned, but no one had been seen to enter or leave 
the office. No suspicious characters had been noticed hanging 
around. 

The bullet which caused Elizabeth's death took an odd 
course. Entering her left breast, it went downward through 
her body, and came out between the fourth and fifth ribs. 
Continuing its course, it embedded itself in the lower corner of 
a dresser cabinet. 

It would have’ been impossible for the slayer to have fired 
the shot while the girl was standing, the detectives maintained, 
unless the slayer stood on top of the cabinet! She was in a 
stooping or kneeling position, they argued, and to sub- 
stantiate this theory they held that the shot was fired from 
the consultation room. It will be recalled that the body was 
found lying in the doorway partly between the consultation 

and rear rooms. 

Relatives and friends were questioned closely, and 
Captain DeForester and his staff spent one entire day at 
the military camp where Elizabeth’s fiancé was stationed. 
He was a handsome young Army officer, an overseas 
veteran of the World War, who had taken part with great 
credit in the Battle of Soissons. He had recently returned 
from France and was stationed at Camp Zachary Taylor, 
about three miles from Louisville. His name was Captain 
George K. Jordon. 


ONCERNING his engagement to the dead girl, Captain 
Jordon is quoted in the records as saying: 

“T became engaged to Elizabeth shortly after I arrived 
at Camp Taylor in September, with the First Division 
from France, and we had planned to surprise the family 
by getting married on Christmas. I met her down-town 
the night before the tragedy, and took her home. We 
exchanged gifts, and I was to call her up the next day 
about one o'clock. We decided, then, to postpone the 
wedding until New Year's." 

"Why?" the detectives asked. 

"Well," he answered, “because I wanted to 
wait until my mother could be present, and again 
because we wished to wait until I received a check 
which was due from the Government. I left her 
home shortly after eleven o'clock." 

“Did you call her at one o'clock, as agreed the 
night before?" they asked. 

“I could not, because I was made officer of the 
day." 

“When did you first learn the news of her death?" 

"Late the next afternoon, when Katie May, her sister, 
called me upat the Camp. I rushed immediately to her home.” 

Superior officers at the Camp corroborated every statement 
made by Captain Jordon. 

In the meantime, the police, in going through the dead 
girl's effects, had found a newspaper clipping marked with 
blue pencil, which read: 


“Who was it that took the pains to tell your husband 
the one awful mistake in your life? Was it the man 
„who persuaded you to make it?” 


Was this a clue? Did Captain Jordon have a rival? If so, 
who was the other man in the life of Elizabeth Ford Griffith? 

Captain Jordon’s answer was that he loved and trusted 
the girl, and had asked her to be his wife. 
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“Had there been a quarrel?” the young officer was asked. 

"Absolutely not! We parted on the most affectionate 
terms. Elizabeth told me she was once engaged to a doctor, 
but she never mentioned his name. I was convinced that she 
loved me, and I felt I had no right to question her about a 
previous love affair which had happened before she became 
engaged to me.” 

Mrs. Griffith was questioned. 

"Was your daughter ever engaged to a physician?" she 
was asked. 

“Oh, yes, indeed!" she answered. “She was once engaged to 
Doctor Schott!" 

Everything was breaking around me at once. The story 
grew more tangled with each day's proceedings, each event 
seeming to draw the net tighter around a certain figure. 


ON the third day of the investigation, Doctor Schott was 
arrested, and lodged in the Jefferson County Jail, charged 
with the murder of Elizabeth Ford Griffith. The bullet which 
pierced her heart had come from Doctor Schott’s own revolver, 
which was found lying by her side. Where was he between 
two-fifteen and 
three o'clock on 
that eventful day? 
The Coroner said 
the shot was 
fired about two- 
thirty. 
"You've made 
a terrible mistake, 
Captain!" the ac- 
cused man said to 
the veteran chief 
of the detective 
department, as he 
made the arrest in 
the office of De- 
Lozier Moxley, 


Doctor Schott’s 
counsel. 
"Never mind 


that  now—just 
come with me!" 
Captain DeFor- 
ester answered. 

Once behind 
the bars, the phy- 
sician lost the 
confident, un- 
afraid manner 
which had char- 
acterized his bear- 
ing during the 
first part of the 
proceedings, 

On the morning 
of his arrest, the 
body of Elizabeth 
Griffith was 
buried in the 
single-grave sec- 
tion of Cave Hill 
Cemetery, the 
South’s most 
beautiful City of 
the Dead. 

It was the news 
story of the hour, 
and where in all 
fiction could you 
find its equal? : 
Christmas, and a postponed wedding . . . a beautiful young 
girl, a gallant Army officer, who carried a wound stripe as a 
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In this house, on the eve of her wedding, the 17-year-old Kentucky beauty, Elizabeth 
Griffith, died when a .45-caliber bullet crashed through her aching heart—a prayer on her 
lips, her lovely face wet with tears. Why? How? Who fired that fatal shot? 


token of the great World War, whose rival was the genial, 
gray-haired physician and man of the world . . . while, between 
them, lay the snow-covered grave of the girl both had 
loved. . .. 


I? will be necessary at this point to go back a few years into 
the lives of Elizabeth and the Doctor. Doctor Schott, 
forty-two years old at the time of the tragedy, a bachelor, and 
extremely attractive to women, met Elizabeth when she was 
fourteen and he was thirty-nine. 

She was a beautiful, half-grown girl, precocious, fairly well 
versed in the ways of the world, while the physician, a bit 
blasé, but still keen to the charms of the fairer sex, brushed 
aside the gap in the years between them, and a warm friend- 
ship soon developed into love. Before Elizabeth reached her 
sixteenth birthday, she was engaged to the middle-aged 
physician. i 

But, as the reader knows, Fate, which is to play an im- 
portant part in the story, has decreed that youth shall seek 
youth; and it was not long before Elizabeth began to look for 
the companionship of younger men. She may have believed, 
as many girls do, 
that this was the 
best way to keep 
up the interest of 
her worldly-wise 
lover; but he grew 
more and more 
distrustful, and a 
serious quarrel re- 
sulted in a broken 
engagement. 

Elizabeth had 
been acting as 
stenographer and 
office assistant for 
her fiancé. After 
the quarrel, she 
left his employ, 
entered a 
training-school 
for nurses. It was 
not many months, 
for she was a very 
beautiful girl, be- 
fore she met and 
became engaged 
to the Captain. 

The fact that 
Elizabeth had 
once been de- 
voted to her 
former sweet- 
heart, and that 
he had attempted 
to play with her 
youth, is shown 
by the following 
letter, written by 
her to the phy- 
sician shortly after 
the engagement 
was broken, 
which fell into 
the hands of the 
investigators: 


DEAR Doc: 
Did you ever 
stop to think 
that the time 
might come 
when I would not want to come back? You seem to think 
you can take or leave me at your will. I admit that I 
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waited patiently, and prayed for you to come back to me, but 
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first strategic move was to employ Robert J. Hagen and Clem 


now it could not even be if you wished it. Your unjust sus- Huggins, two noted criminal lawyers, to act as co-counsel with 
picions have settled that forever. I will never marry aman Mr. Moxley, and together the three men prepared what 
proved to be a brilliant fight, to save their client from the 


who does not trust me. 


Let me relieve you of all responsibility, for I have 
gotten to the point where I do not even want to come 
back. I have no feeling for you other than indif- 
ference. It does not matter to me whether you 


come or go. 


It's Hell to feel that way, and I never thought 
I could feel any other emotion for you but love, 
so you see it has come to the quitting for good 
between us. Don't bother to think of me 
personally again, as I feel absolutely imper- 


sonal about you. 


However, I would like to be friends, and would 
like to keep on fixing your books. In fact, I need 
the money. You know, Doc, I can't like any one 


man longer than three months at 
a time. It will be hard for you 
to find another girl who is as inter- 
ested in your work as I was. I 
have always been good to you. 
Everyone wants to know who 
the good-looking man is on my 
dresser. Don’t bust. It’s you. 


Regards and best wishes, 
Elizabeth. 


ATER, Elizabeth returned to the 

employ of her former sweetheart 
with the intention of maintaining a 
Platonic friendship. She was, as 
will be recalled, now engaged.to the 
Captain, Certainly, a more impos- 
sible situation could not be imagined; 
but Fate was weaving its web. 

And so time went by until the day 
before Christmas. Elizabeth’s mar- 
riage to the Captain was rapidly ap- 
proaching. It was, in fact, the be- 
ginning of the end between the Doctor 
and his pretty assistant. 

Did Doctor Schott then make one 
last appeal, and, failing, snatch the 
revolver in a jealous rage and fire the 
shot which pierced her heart, as she 
fell on her knees and begged for mercy? 
The detectives said that she was in a 
kneeling position when the shot was 
fired. 

“Did you hear a pistol shot?" the 
physician was quoted as asking Mrs. 
Ellis Rudolph, a neighbor, when she 
met him standing in front of his office 
at two-thirty-five o'clock on the af- 
ternoon of the tragedy. He wasalone 
at the time, according to her story. 

“I think I did," she answered. 

“Did anyone else hear it?" Doctor 
Schott then asked, in great agitation. 

“I don't know, but I'll go 
and see," the woman replied, 
and went into the drug store 
to seek the information. But 
when she returned a few min- 
utes later, Doctor Schott had 
disappeared. 

Asa spider weaves its web, 
the chain of evidence was 
wrapping itself rapidly about 
the genial physician. His 
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By courtesy of the Louisville Times 
Diagram showing the interior of Doctor Schott’s office. (A— 
with arrow) Drawer where bullet lodged. 
square) Skylight. (B) Door, permanently closed. (C) Foldi 
bed. (F) Rear window. 

Stove. The room in which the desk is shown is the consultation 
room, and it was in the doorway, between this room and the rear 
room, that the girl's body was found. 
was found latched, is shown between the 
consultation room. 


(G) Rear door. 


electric chair. 

Fiction plays strange tricks with Fate ii an au- 

thor's development of a plot, but there are times 

when Fate plays far stranger tricks in the lives of 

human beings. And Fate, the most cruel 
monster man has to fight, did not deal kindly 
with Doctor Schott. 


Public sentiment was running high against 
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(A—in dotted 
(H) Cabinets. 


The double-door, which 

reception roorn and the 
| “From the range of the bullet, it seems 
that it would have been almost impossible for the girl to 
have fired the shot herself!” testified Doctor Roy L. Carter, 
the Coroner (above) who examined the body 


the physician. The story of the girl found 
shot to death in the office of her former lover 
on the eve of her wedding to another man, 
touched the heart-strings of thousands; and on 
the morning of the examining trial, it required 
an extra detail of police to keep back the crowds 


which surrounded the Court-House. 

The Prosecution and the Defense 
lined up for battle, both apparently 
equally confident of success. The ad- 
vent of Huggins and Hagen into the 
case gave an added touch of sensa- 
tionalism. Matched against the legal 
talent of the two attorneys, whose 
names had been linked with some of 
the South’s most noted criminal 
cases, was Robert H. Lucas, the young 
prosecuting attorney, now Collector 
of Internal Revenue for the State of 
Kentucky. 

“The State,” Prosecutor Lucas 
said, “will base its charge of murder 
on the motíve of jealousy.” The de- 
fense attorneys held to the theory of 
suicide. 

Doctor Singer, the first witness for 
the State, outlined the details pre- 
viously set forth, as to the finding, of 
the body. The body, he said, was 
still warm when he arrived about 
4:30, and he estimated that the 
girl had been dead about an hour, 
and that the fatal shot had.been fired 
about 2:30. This was during the 
period, Doctor Schott said, that 
he and Laurene Gardner were de- 
livering Christmas gifts to his pa- 
tients. 


SKED if he had found out to 

whom the pistol belonged, Doc- 
tor Singer said: 

“Yes, the pistol belonged to Doctor 


_ Schott.” 


Doctor Carter, the Coroner, told of 
holding an autopsy, and finding no 
powder burns on the clothing or body. 

“Could this girl have walked or run 
eight or ten feet, after the shot was 
fired?" Prosecuting Attorney Lucas 
asked; and the Coroner 
answered, “In my opinion, 
she could not.” 

Captain DeForester told 
J of experiments which showed 
that the locked doors be- 
tween the front room and 
the consultation room, where 
Elizabeth’s body was found, 
meant nothing. This under 
ordinary circumstances, he 
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said, would tend to show that the girl had locked herself in 
the room before committing the deed. "'But," he continued, 
"we have made tests, and find that the doors could easily be 
lutched from either side by means of a small instrument!" 

his point was an important link in Doctor Schott's story, 
and one on which he relied to substantiate his theory of suicide. 

As one witness after another testified against the phy- 
sician, he became more noticeably pallid; but the trial was 
destined to upset his story far more than he realized even then. 

When Captain Jordon was called 
to the stand, Doctor Schott evinced 
no little interest; and leaned forward 
in his chair for a moment, as if to at- 
tract his attention. But the Army 
officer was too used to discipline to 
notice his rival, and leveled his eyes 
directly on the prosecuting attorney. 

The Captain said that he was with 
the Seventh Field Artillery, . First 
Division, Camp Zachary Taylor. He 
had been engaged to the dead girl 
several months, he testified. 

"How often did you see her after 
meeting her?” 

“I saw her approximately every 
other evening. I visited her home 
sometimes once or twice a week. 
Sometimes I would take her home 
from up-town.” 

"When did you become engaged to 
be married to her?" 

"We were engaged some time be- 
fore I went on leave, which was 
November fifteenth—just a few days 
before." 

"When did you first plan to get 
married?” 

"We planned to get married on 
Christmas Day.” 

"When was the second time you 
planned to get married?” 

"On or near January first." 

"Why did you change the time for 
the marriage?" 


“ELIZABETH wanted to get a 

few things, and because of 
financial circumstances we agreed 
to get married about the first of the 
year.” 

“Why would the first of the year 
have made any difference in your 
financial circumstances?” 

“On the first of the month I had a 


Here is the Defense 
battery of noted crim- 
inal lawyers who un- 
dertook to prove that 
Doctor Schott did not 


check coming of approximately three murder Elizabeth 
hundred dollars, to be deposited in Ee J a ion t) 
he bani” obert J. gen. 
the p i ; (Center) Clem Hug- 

"Did Miss Griffith ever show any gins. (Above) De- 


Lozier Moxley. It was 
in Moxley's office that 
Doctor Schott was ar- 
rested. The big point 
in the Defense was 
& test of the death 
gun, on a piece of 
cheesecloth 


disposition to be sad?" 

"No, she was of a happy disposi- 
tion. Elizabeth would get angry 
sometimes, but she never mentioned 
anything about suicide. I saw her 
last the day before her death. .I 
called her up in the afternoon, and 
Doctor Schott answered the telephone. He told me that 
Elizabeth had left a message for me to meet her at the same 
place, or something of that sort. ` 

"I took her home, and stayed just long enough to find that 
she could not open the door with a broken key, and to show 
her a Christmas gift I had for her.” 

Captain Jordon said they had turned on the porch light, 
and he showed Elizabeth the Christmas gift, and then left for 
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thecar. The next word he had received, he said, was the 
news of her death telephoned to him by her sister. 
MONG the most damaging witnesses to take the stand 
against the accused man was Miss Katie May Griffith, 
Elizabeth's sister. Mer evidence began to play havoc with 
Doctor Schott's story that he had not been in his office from 
one o'clock until three-thirty, when he and Laurene Gardner 
found the body. 

An interesting part of Katie May's testimony follows: 

She said that she saw Elizabeth last at quarter to eight that 
morning, having ridden to town on the street-car with her. 
Elizabeth appeared in good humor when she left her, she said. 

“Did you call Elizabeth on the telephone that day?” 

“I called her twice." 

"When was the first time you called her?" 

“T called her first at ten o'clock in the morning. 
ceived a bonus at my office, and was very happy.” 
“Were you in the habit of calling your sister on the phone?" 

“I called her nearly every day. I 
would call when I thought the Doc- 
tor was out, because I didn't like 
Doctor Schott, and didn't want to 
hear his voice, even over the phone." 

"Have you ever called when 
Doctor Schott answered?" 

"Yes, a few times." 

"Do you know the 
voice?" 

“Absolutely. 
voice anywhere!” 

“When did you call the second 
time?” 
* "At one-fifty.” 

"How do.you know it was one- 
ay ww 

“T looked directly at the clock." 

“Who answered the phone?" 

“Doctor Schott.” 

“What conversation did you have 
with him?" 


I had re- 


Doctor's 


I would know his 


"T SAID, 'Hello, Doctor. Is Eliza- 
beth there? He called Eliza- 
beth. I said, 'Hello, Sis! Will you 
bring a package of coffee home with 
you to-night? Mamma called me 
and asked me to bring some home, 
but I'm not coming home early to- 
night. She said she would bring it. 
I said, ‘Are you coming home early 
to-night?'—and she said she didn't 
know." 
“Are you positive that you heard 
the Doctor's voice when you called?” 
“T am positive that I heard 
Doctor Schott's voice." 
“What was the tone of 
Elizabeth's voice?” > 
“Elizabeth’s voice indicated 
thatshehad beenina quarrel.” 
“What was the tone of Doc- 
tor Schott’s voice?” 
“The same as ever.” 
“Have you any reason for 
your aversion to Doctor Schott?" she was then asked. 
“‘No—I can't help it, and he knows it.” 
“Did Doctor Schott have any influence over Elizabeth?" 
“Doctor Schott had a hypnotic influence over my sister!" 
Attorneys for the defense objected to this, but the objec- 
tion was overruled. Katie May explained that when Eliza- 
beth was away from Doctor Schott's office, they "could do 
anything they liked with her,’’ but when she was at Doctor 
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Schott's office he seemed to have her under complete control. 

“When did you first learn of your sister's death?” 

“When I got off the car, I met a neighbor. She said, ‘Have 
you heard the news?' I said, 'What news?' She said, 'Eliza- 
beth's been killed!’ ” 

Clem Huggins, cross-examining, asked Katie May: 

“You say you saw Elizabeth on the car that morning?" 

"Yes." 

"Didn't you see her at breakfast?” 

“Yes, I saw her at breakfast." 

"Well, you saw her twice then, on Wednesday morning. 
instead of once." Katie May nodded, a little bewildered 
at this. "Whendid you say you called Elizabeth the first time?” 
“About ten o'clock." 

"How did you know it was ten o'clock?" 

“I looked at the clock.” 

"Is the clock near the phone?" 

“Yes, the clock is a little to the left of the phone." 
"Do you always look at the clock when you use 
the telephone?" 

“Yes.” 

“You make a mental note of every telephone 
conversation, then, do you?” 

ui. ur 

"How do you know the Doctor's voice?" 

“I would know it in a million!” 

“Was he ever at your house?” 

“Yes, he has been at our house frequently.” 

"You remember his voice above everything 
else, don't you?” 3 

"Yes, I remember it above everything." 

"You remember it above clocks, also, don't 
you?" 

At this point Prosecutor Lucas objected to the 
kind of questioning, and Huggins agreed to change 
it. 

“How many times have you talked to Doctor Schott 
over the telephone?” 

“I have talked to him two or three times, I knew it 
was his voice, because he was the only man in the office. 
His voice is like his manner. Nothing has any effect on 
his voice or his disposition !” 

"What did you ask over the telephone?" 

“I asked, ‘Is Elizabeth there? He said, 'Eliza- 
beth!’ ” 

“He only said one word, and you recognized his voice?" 

“Yes, I recognized his voice. The way I hate him, 
and the horrible feeling I have for him—he wouldn’t 
have to say anything over the phone, and I'd know it 
was he!" 

"Did Elizabeth's voice sound happy?" 

“It certainly did not. I could always tell when she 
had a fuss with that doctor." 

“Don't you know that Elizabeth committed suicide 
because of the postponement of her wedding?" 

"No, I don’t! J think she was killed by a man who 
was insanely jealous and wanted her for himself!" 


WILLIAM J. Ryan, prominent Louisville athlete, 

known as "Babe" Ryan, another witness very 
damaging to Doctor Schott, followed the sister of the 
dead girl to the witness~stand. 

His testimony was featured by a slight tilt between Prosecu- 
tor Lucas and Attorney Huggins, which brought about the 
only ripple of amusement in the otherwise tragic proceedings. 

"Have you had any experience as an umpire of baseball 
and football games?" Prosecutor Lucas asked. 

""Yes—ever since I left school." 

Attorney Huggins for the defense objected to the question, 
and Prosecutor Lucas, in defense of it, said that Ryan’s hav- 
ing been an umpire would show that he was level-headed, a 
calm thinker, and a man who knew what he was talking about. 

Huggins answered: 


“T don’t see how his being an umpire would show whether 
he was a slow thinker, fast thinker or freethinker!" 

Ryan testified that he had seen Doctor Schott in front'of 
his office about two-thirty on the afternoon of the tragedy, 
going directly toward his automobile. The little girl was not 
with him—he was alone, Ryan said. 

The witness fixed the time by a telegram which he had sent 
at one-fifty, after which he had left the branch office to walk 
to his home. On the way home, he testified, he passed the 
physician. In the meantime he had stopped to eat two sand- 
wiches, and he arrived home before three o'clock. 

On cross-examination, Ryan's testimony, unshaken, only 
served to blacken the clouds hanging over the head of the 
accused man. Attorney Hagen for the defense asked the 
witness: 

“You say that you sent a telegram at 
one-fifty. Is it not possible that you 
talked as much as ten minutes while send- 
ing it?" 

“Yes, it could have been ten minutes." 

"How long did it take you to eat those 
two sandwiches?" 


"T COULDN'T say, exactly. It might 
have been five or ten minutes." 

“Then you may have occupied ten 
minutes with the telegram, and fifteen 
with the sandwiches?" 

“Yea. 

“You had no reason to hurry home, had 
you? And you stopped to look in a win- 
dow; soit might (Continued on page 65) 


Doctor Schott (above) and 
another view, taken at his trial 
(center). Katie May Griffith, 
sister of the dead girl, said of 
him: ‘‘Doctor Schott had a 
hypnotic influence over my 
sister . . . I think Elizabeth 
was killed by a man who was 
insanely jealous, and wanted her for himself!" On the 
other hand, when detectives commented on the beauty of 
Elizabeth's face, as she lay dead in the Doctor's office, Doctor 
Schott, who was standing by, burst out: 'Don't discourage 
me, or I'll blow my brains out! I loved that girl!” 
(Below) Dan Newman, Doctor Schott's Nemesis. It was New- 
man who sent Doctor Schott to his fate 
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“It was a long chance that I took— 
but it worked!” said Chief Palmer 
of this astounding murder case 


He turned death white... 
choked, and almost broke 
the arms of his chair in a 
frantic effort to control his 
emotions! 


By JoHN D. PALMER 


Former Chief of Detectives, Michigan State Police 
As told to ALAN HYND 


ACK in the fall of 
1922, I received the following telegram from John E. 
Jones, District Attorney of Ontonagon County, 


Michigan: 

Please come immediately to Ontonagon and personally 
investigate mysterious death of Frances Panion. 

When I received the telegram, I was in St. Joseph County, 
which is located at the southern tip of Michigan, on the 
Indiana border. I had just “cleaned up” a murder case, and 
the prospects of digging into another death mystery caused 
my blood to tingle. So I shot a wire back to District Attorney 
Jones, advising him that I would arrive in Ontonagon the 
following afternoon—September 28th. Little did I realize 
that I was about to delve into what proved to be-one of the 
most baffling mysteries which the Middle West has ever 
known. 

Ontonagon, which is the seat of the county bearing the 
same name, is situated along Lake Superior, in the northern 
peninsula of the State, and is in the heart of what is known as 
the "copper country." Arriving there about four o'clock 
in the afternoon, I at once proceeded to the District Attorney's 
office. . 

Mr. Jones had suddenly been called to Marquette to try a 
case for the Government, but his male secretary awaited me, 
and, after the proper introductions, acquainted me with the 
salient facts regarding the death of the Panion girl almost 
six months previously. The facts in the case were as follows: 

At North Lake Mine, several miles from Ontonagon, lived 
Mr. and Mrs. John Panion and their three daughters. Panion, 
of Croatian ancestry, was caretaker of ‘‘Deserted Mine," a 


property which had not 
been in operation for some time. The oldest of the Panions' 
three children was Frances, age fifteen, a striking-looking girl 
who looked quite mature for her age. Frances attended high 
school at Greenland Village, which was about six miles from 
her home, and walked to school and back each day. 

The Greenland school was the nearest educational in- 
stitution to the Panion home. The route which Frances 
took was a lonely one—along deserted railroad tracks which 
were hedged in by trees on either side. Midway along the 
girl's daily six-mile journey was Greenland Mine, long since 
deserted. No caretaker was stationed at this mine because 
the property was considered useless, having been worked 
to such a depth that the cost of extracting ore exceeded the 
financial returns on the mineral. Since several of the mines 
in that particular territory had closed down, the populatión 
had dwindled almost to nothing. In fact, there were no 
occupied homes whatever along the railroad tracks between 
the Panion home and Greenland Village. 


ON the morning of April 4th, 1922, Frances left home 
shortly after seven-thirty to begin her trek to school. 
During the night a foot of snow had fallen, and the storm 
was still raging. The girl’s mother came to the front door 
with her, kissed her good-by, and watched her until she was 
out of sight. Frances expected her father to accompany 
her home from school that afternoon, as Panion was to be in 
Greenland Village later in the day. 
Shortly after noon, John Panion arrived in Greenland 
Village and went to a grocery store near the school to purchase 
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two days’ provisions. It was recess time at the school, and 
a girl friend of Frances’ stopped into the grocery to buy a 
pint of milk. When she saw Panion, she rushed up to him 
and asked: 

"What's the matter with Frances?" 

"Nothing—why?" retorted the father, with some amaze- 
ment. 

"Well," replied the girl, “I was wondering if she was sick, 
because she didn't come to school to-day." 

"Why, of course Frances is in school!" replied the parent. 

“Oh, no, she's not, Mr. Panion! I'm in her class, and she 
didn't come to school to-day.” 

“That’s mighty funny," said Panion, and he immediately 


went to the school to investigate. Frances’ teacher assured ° 
ga 


the father that the girl had not reported to class, and that no 
word had been received from her. Nor had she returned 
home, the father learned. 

Alarmed, Panion at once notified the Greenland Village 
police, and a search was instituted. Inquiry revealed that 
Frances, who was a popular figure in the village, had not 
been seen there at any time that day. 

Panion and the other searchers then proceeded to check 
up the route between the school and the Panion home. 
For the first three miles, they carefully searched among the 
trees along the railroad tracks without finding the slightest 
trace of the missing girl. A high wind had arisen and was 


whipping the snow, so that footprints were obliterated in 
short order. 

Finally the searching party came to Greenland Mine and 
decided to do some probing in and about the property, in the 
hope that Frances might have taken shelter there from the 


Johnston, the Coroner, who had for years administered to the 
miners in that section of the country. Visiting Doctor 


' Johnston was an old college chum, a chemist of some renown, 


who was attached to a big laboratory in Chicago. 

After notifying the District Attorney, Doctor Johnston, 
with the chemist, drove to the scene of the death. He 
officially pronounced the girl dead, and his hastily summoned 
jury concluded that the cause of death was “undetermined.” 
An undertaker was then called, and the body removed to his 
parlors in Greenland Village. 


hes autopsy was performed by Doctor Johnston. First, 
the girl’s clothing was carefully examined, and the Coroner 
reported that it was in perfect condition and bore absolutely 
no evidence of a struggle. There was not a single mark on 
the body to suggest foul play. Finally, the internal organs 
were examined and found to be quite normal, eliminating 
heart disease, appendicitis and similar ailments as the cause 
of death. 

Doctor Johnston's chemist friend then took parts of the 
heart, liver, lung, stomach and colon, together with the 
contents of the lunch pail, and returned .to his Chicago 
laboratory to make tests to find if the girl had died of 
poisoning. 

The body was officially turned over to the undertaker for 
burial, which was held in Greenland Village. The funeral 
was attended by a large crowd, owing to Frances’ popularity 
and the strange circumstances surrounding her death. 

Greenland Village police officers and attachés of the District 
Attorney's office then made a careful check on the inhabitants 
of the neighboring territory, to find out if anyone was missing; 


“When I asked the Doctor to tell me something about Frances, he 
said at once that she had been ravishingly beautiful. 


"This gave me a thought! In the committing of this horrible crime, 
had the alluring physical appearance of this accum Mn d 
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Storm. Panion’s attention was at once drawn to the powder 
magazine, a short distance from the main mine shaft. A 
door stood ajar. 

Entering, Panion found his daughter lying on the floor, 
dead! 

~The body was cold, but not frozen. The girl was lying on 
her left side. Her clothing was not disarranged in any way. 
She still wore the woolen mittens which had so often pro- 
tected her hands from the biting lake winds of northern 
Michigan. Her hat and hair were in order, showing no 
signs of a struggle with an assailant. Her face rested on the 
palm of her left hand, while ker right hand reposed over her 
breast, giving the body all the appearance of being in a 
sleeping position. 


HER lunch pail, which had contained two meat sandwiches 

and two cup-cakes, was on the floor near the body. 
The lid of the pail had been removed. One of the cup-cakes 
had been about one-third eaten; the rest of the food remained 
intact. 

The floor of the powder magazine did not reveal any foot- 
prints—not even the girl's. And, of couise, there were no 
footprints outside of the building, aside from those made 
by the searchers, owing to the rapidity with which the snow 
was drifting. 

One of the policemen hurried back through the storm to 
Greenland Village, where he reported the death to Doctor 
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but this investigation led to no information tending to throw 


light on the mystery. 

Six days after the death, the Chicago chemist turned in his 
report. In his analysis of the organs, he had found a slight 
trace of carbon monoxid poison and also about one-sixtieth of 
a grain of strychnin. The food in the lunch pail was 
also found to contain quantities of strychnin. ^ However, 
the chemist added that the carbon monoxid had not beer 
the cause of death, and that the amount of strychnin found 
had also been insufficient to kill. 

Coroner Johnston promptly confined a number of rabbits 
in the powder magazine for forty-eight hours. At the end 
of that time, the animals were killed and their blood sent to 
the Chicago laboratory for analysis. The, test showed, 
however, no trace of poisons of any sort. > 

Doctor Johnston's next move was a trip to the  Panion 
home, where he searched high and low for poison, without 
finding anything. The case, after that, was, so to speak, 
up in the air and remained so until the time I was called in 
more than five months later. 


WHEN the District Attorney’s secretary had completed 

outlining these facts to me, I rented a room at the Lake 
Shore Hotel in Ontonagon and began to give myself a stiff 
quizzing, as it were, in an effort to deduce a possible motive 
for murder—if the girl had been slain. However, after 
turning the facts over in my mind for several hours, I was 
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still as much mystified as ever. Along about nine o'clock I 
decided to go to bed, get a good night’s rest, and make a 
fresh and early start next morning. 

Arising at six A.M., I had breakfast and then rented an old 
flivver, so as to appear as inconspicuous as possible. I drove 
to the Panion home, arriving there before nine o'clock. 

John Panion answered the door. He was a man of ex- 
ceedingly sturdy physique, being all of six feet in height. 
He was about forty years of age, had blond hair and sharp, 
blue eyes, presenting a rather striking figure. 

When I made my identity known, Panion flushed deeply 
and immediately stated that he was sure his daughter had 
been murdered. 

“Whom do you suspect, 
Mr. Panion?" I asked 
him. 

"Nobody — I do not 
know.” 

“Do you think Frances 
might have committed 
suicide?” 

Panion scoffed at this. 

In a little while, 
Mrs. Panion ap- 
peared. She was 
still greatly af- 
fected over her 
daughter's death 
and begged me to 
find the slayer, as 
she, too, was cer- 
tain that murder 
had been com- 
mitted. As I was 
talking to Mr. and 
Mrs. Panion, their 
two remaining 
daughters .came 
in, and both be- 
gan to sob bit- 
terly when their 
dead sister's name 
tioned. 

During my conversation with 
Panion, it developed that he had 
often aided officers of the law in 
running down petty crimes among 
the miners. I asked him if he 
thought that anyone whose path he 
had crossed in this way had held a 
grudge against him. The reply 
was emphatically in the negative. 

After talking with the Panions for more than an hour, I 
drove to Greenland Village and sought out Coroner 
Johnston. The Coroner, well along in years, had been 
practicing medicine in the copper country since the beginning 
of his professional career. He was a fine old gentleman, and 
seemed quite willing to cooperate with me, although at the 
very outset he opined that the case was one which would 
forever remain a mystery. Among other things, Doctor 
Johnston said that he had brought the three Panion children 
into the world. 


was men- 


Despite her piti- 
ful pleas, he 
forced her to... 


HEN I asked him to tell me something about Frances, he 
said at once that she had been ravishingly beautiful. The 
Coroner then repeated what the District Attorney's secretary 
had told me—that the girl was both physically and mentally 
developed beyond her years. Her physical appearance was 
that of the average girl of twenty or twenty-one, Doctor 
Johnston said. 
The Coroner went over the other détails of the case, 
deviating in no way from what Mr. Jones' secretary had said, 
but supplying me with no new information. 


By this time, one thing particularly impressed me: Both the 
Coroner and the District Attorney had commented on the 
child's physical beauty. This gave me a thought! In the 
committing of this horrible crime, had the alluring physical 
appearance of this fifteen-year-old girl who appeared to be 
twenty or over, inspired the real motive? 

I then asked Doctor Johnston if, in his examination of the 
body, he had found any evidence of the girl's having been 
criminally assaulted. He shook his head, adding that he 
was sure that such had not been the case. 

I inquired whether it were possible that the girl could 
have been attacked in such a manner that no evidence would 
be visible, but the 
Coroner replied 
with an emphatic 
"No!" . He had 
considered that 
particular phase 
very thoroughly, 
he explained, be- 
fore arriving at 
his conclusion. 


"WA S your 
friend, the 
chemist, positive 
that strychnin 
had not caused 
death?" I asked. 

' Positive. 
He only found 
one-sixtieth of a 
grain,” was the 
reply. 

Doctor  John- 
ston then politely 
informed me that 
I might just as 
well give up the 
task of trying to 
ascertain the cause 
of Frances' death, . 
because I was too 
young a man to 
unearth anything 
which he and 
others of his years 
and experience 
had not observed 
and considered. I 
replied, smilingly, that I was 
going to stick to the job if it 
took me ten years. 

*Good luck to you, then, 
son!" he said as I left him. 

My third major step was the questioning of Frances' chums 
at high school, in an effort to learn whether she had been 
involved in a love affair which her parents hadn't known 
about. I was told, however, that although Frances had been 
the pride of the school, she always steered clear of boys, and 
was never known to have a beau! 

One girl told me that many of the boys at school had 
literally beseeched Frances to give them "dates," but that 
these proposals had always met with a polite but firm refusal. 
The child, I was informed, had devoted her entire energy to 
study while in school, and was always at the head of her class. 
Still, this information didn't fully convince me that the girl 
never bothered with men. 

By this time, I'll admit that I well realized I was up 
against a tough proposition. If the death had been clearly 
a matter of out-and-out murder, I could have been guided 
in my work. by the evidence at the scene of the crimie—the 
manner in which the murder had (Continued on page 69) 


“They sure gave this one the ‘works’! 

Lieutenant Bob Pruett, of the Los Angeles Police De- 

partment, viewed the remains with a grim smile, re- 

solving that the safe crackers who pulled this neat little 
job, would get theirs later! 


Detective 


chants of the east-side business district in Los Angeles. 

For six months prior to May Ist, 1924, the Police 

Department was subjected to scathing criticism for 
its inability to cope with this ‘‘mob.” 

The files of the Department bulged with complaints 
from irate owners of clothing stores, jewelry shops, restau- 
rants, pawn shops, et cetera. In almost every instance, they 
reported : 

Entrance effecled by means of a rope dropped through the 
skylight . . . safe blown . . . money and jewelry stolen. 

For months, the down-town district had been rigidly 
patrolled from darkness to dawn, without a single suspect 
being apprehended. It had remained for two detectives to 
stumble across a tip, and pursue it diligently until the guilty 
parties were in custody. : 

At two o'clock on the afternoon of April 29th, 1924, 
Detective Lieutenants R. L. Pruett and E. D. Kopytek, 
while cruising aimlessly up and down East Fifth Street, 
observed a suspicious-looking individual loitering near the 
entrance to a jewelry store. 

He did not notice the officers' approach. 

"What's your name?" Kopytek’s voice startled the man 
out of his absorbed contemplation. of the jewelry display. 

"Who wants to know?” was the belligerent reply. 

“I do," said Kopytek, turning back his coat lapel for a 
brief instant. 

"Oh, excuse me! I didn't know you was officers. My name's 
Harmon. I'm workin'—"' no doubt anticipating a vagrancy 
charge ''—just got a day off.” s 

“Yeah? Well, better be on your way!” 

“Say! Waita minute!” The man evinced a sudden friend- 
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N “MOB” of daring safe crackers was preying on mer- 


EPPO 


“For God's sake, don't do that!" 
shouted “Blackie,” his face ashen. 
Lieutenant Pruett, about to toss 
away what he held in his hand, 
laid his gun down and gingerly 
He, too, 
turned suddenly pale at what he 


opened the package. 


saw there.... 


liness. ''I can put you boys next to somethin’... if you're 
interested. I know where there's some hot stuff bein' 
handled!” 

“Do you? Where?” The officers put little faith in their 
informant., 

“Over to the El Roy Hotel. There’s two guys comin’ in 
there ever’ afternoon to see a couple o' janes—an’ flashin’ 
jewelry an’ a wad of bills that'd——"' 

“What room?” asked Pruett, interrupting him. 

“Forty-six. Ask for Nellie an’ Maud. They'll be home, 
an’ like as not those fellows are there right now. One of 
'em's as tall as a telephone pole—the other about my size. 
You can't miss 'em!" The stool-pigeon hesitated, and 
looked suddenly apprehensive. “Don’t say I tipped you off, 
though, will you?" he finished. 

"Okay. Mum's the word! We'll look 'em over.” 

“Probably sore because someone moved in on his sweetie,” 
Kopytek observed, as they moved away. 

“That—or else he's trying to divert suspicion from him- 
self," suggested Pruett. 

They turned in the direction of the El Roy Hotel. In the 
lobby, they went at once to the desk, made an inquiry, and 
were told by the unshaven clerk that Nellie and Maud were 
"busy"—to come back later. 

"What's their room number?” 

"Forty-six," was the indifferent reply. 

“We'll just drop by and let 'em know we're here," said 
Pruett. 


MOMENT later, the two detectives stood outside the 
door numbered 46. Pruett knocked. 
“Vice squad!” he said quietly. 'Open up!" 
After a moment's delay, the door opened and a hard- 
visaged blonde girl faced them. 
“What's the rap?” she demanded. 
“Just looking around," answered Pruett amiably. ‘‘Who’re 
the boy friends?" 
A swarthy, black-eyed, black-haired young giant rose 
from a rocking-chair. ' 
“They call me ‘Blackie’—short for Jack Black," he an- 
nounced swaggeringly. 'Anything I can do for you?” 
“What’s your occupation?” 
“Steam-fitter—when I'm workin’.” 
"Why aren't you working?" Kopytek inquired. 
"Why ain't I? That's what J’d like to know. Try and get 
a job in this damn’ town!" 
“And you?" Pruett turned to the other youth, who looked 
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not more than twenty. Of medium height, slender, and with 
a dangerous light in his cold, gray-blue eyes. 

“Sam Martin’s the name.” 

“On vacation, too?" 

'"Well—" he drawled, “the upholstery business is pretty 
dull right now." 

Pruett turned to his partner. ''Better vag 'em, I guess. 
They don't look good to me." 

"But we're not broke!" protested 
“Blackie.” ''"We've got a room " 

“Where?” 

An ominous silence fell over the group. 

"Can't tell, eh? I thought so," said Pruett. 


the man called 
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The younger man came to life. He turned to face Pruett. 

"We've got a room in a hotel near here, honest to God !"' 

"What hotel? Be careful, now. We're going’ to: check 
you up." ; 

“The Niagara," was the sullen reply. 

Pruett started toward the door. ''Stay here, Kopytek, 
while I phone and find out if they're telling the truth.” 

He left the room, returning a few minutes later. 

“I guess they're all right," he announced. “The clerk 
says they're registered in Room Nineteen." He faced the 
two men, on whose countenances relief was plainly written. 
"Better see about getting work, you two!" he said shortly. 
"Next time we catch you hanging around here in the day- 
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What Lieutenants Kopytek and Pruett found! 


Not much—only a shimmering array, worth over $12,000.00, 
carelessly dumped into the battered steamer trunk as though it was so much junk! 


Above are the “soup” boys 


themselves, (left) Jack Black, known as “Blackie” to his familiars, the man who wanted to ''get a clean shirt," 
as a stall for time when the detectives had him cornered; and his pals, (center) Homer France, alias Sam Martin, 
and (right) Jack Brown 
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time, you'll both do thirty days, so just watch your step!" 

With this admonition, the officers left, closing the door’ 
quietly behind them. 

Outside, they boarded a street-car on Spring Street and 
went directly to the Niagara Hotel. 

Hurriedly obtaining a pass-key from the clerk, they 
entered Room 19. 

After a brief search, they discovered a battered steamer 
trunk, shoved back in the far corner of a 
dark closet. 

Kopytek drew it out into the room, pried 
the lock loose—and gasped at what he saw. 
He beckoned Pruett to his side. 

A shimmering array of jewelry gleamed 
from the depths of the trunk. The lambent 
flame of diamonds and sapphires 
flashed from necklaces, rings, brace- 
lets, cigarette cases and watches. 
Costly opera-glasses were mixed with 
an assortment of mar- 
velous silverware. 
Dumped carelessly in 
with the sparkling gems, 
was money: several 
thousand dollars in bills 
of five, ten and twenty 
dollar denominations; a 
dozen packages of silver 
coins, still neatly con- 
fined in bank wrappers. 


“( *OOD Lord! Looks 
like a bank job, as 

well as burglary,'' 

breathed Kopytek. 

The quiet turning of a 
key in the lock brought 
them sharply to their feet, with drawn revolvers. 

Blackie slouched through the door, and stood 
rooted to the spot, at sight of the detectives. 

"Stick 'em up!" snapped Pruett, and, as the 
command was reluctantly obeyed—  ''Search him, 
Kopytek !" 

After a thorough "shake-down," which revealed 
no weapons, Blackie was permitted to lower his 
hands. 

"Where'd you get this stuff?" demanded Pruett, 
pointing to the opened steamer trunk. 

"Where?" repeated Blackie, playing for time. 
"We bought it . . . got it from some second-hand 
dealers!” 

"Maybe you can think up a better one, on your 
way to the Station," Pruett said dryly. “Sit down 
there in that chair till we finish searching this 
dump!” 

A look of cunning came into the cornered man’s 
eyes. 

“Can I get myself a clean shirt first?” he queried. 

"We'll get your clothes—all you'll need," replied Pruett, 
and while Kopytek kept the prisoner covered, he went to the 
dresser and jerked open the long top drawer. Instead of 
wearing apparel, it contained a large parcel, wrapped in 
heavy, brown paper. 

Pruett picked the parcel up, and made as if to toss it onto 
the bed. 

"For God's sake, don't do that!" shouted Blackie, his face 
ashen. 

Pruett laid his gun down, and gingerly opened the pack- 
age.... He, too, turned pale when his eyes fell on its deadly 
contents: a bottle of nitroglycerin, a box of caps, several 
feet of fuse, a heavy coil of rope, two fully loaded six- 
shooters, and, in addition, a complete burglar's outfit— 
jimmies, hammers, crowbars and punches. ` 

"My God! I can’t believe it!" Pruett's eyes were shining 
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with excitement. ‘‘Kop, we've got those safe crackers, sure 
as you're a foot high!" 

So elated were the detectives at this discovery that they 
viewed their trembling prisoner almost with affection. 

Further search revealed a second bottle of nitroglycerin 
in the pocket of a shabby sweater hanging in the closet. 
Still more of the deadly fluid was found in an innocent- 
looking cough-sirup bottle on a shelf of thebathroom cabinet. 

“Oh, boy," exulted Kopytek, ‘‘I know two good ‘soup’ 
men who are just as good as on their way to the 'Big 
House’ right now!” 

"Watch him, Kop, while I phone for some men to 
come down and stake for his partner. And don't take 
any chances!” Pruett warned. 

Kopytek regarded his prisoner with satisfaction. 

“One move out of you, big boy, and you'll go out of? 
here feet first! By the way, what's your real name?” 


“What d'you say to you and your friend 
splitting this swag, and letting us have an 
hour's start on you?"' proposed “Blackie,” 
the safe-cracker, to Lieutenant Kopytek 
(left) when the latter had Blackie under 
guard in Room 19. Note the bottle of nitro- 
glycerin in Kopytek's hand. (Below) Here 
a second supply of “bottled murder," found 
in the safe-blowers' room, is being examined 
gingerly by (left to right) Detective Lieu- 
tenants Pruett, Savage and McCaleb, and 
Captain Cahill 


S 
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“I don't care to do any talking till I've seen a lawyer." 

"Suit yourself," was the indifferent reply. ''You'll need 
several attorneys to get you out of this jam. You fellows 
have been getting by a good while. How many stretches 
have you done, to date?” 

"None! First time we've ever been caught.” 

“What’s your partner's name?" 


“TXRANCE. Homer France. And Jack Black's my right 

name—if that means anything." Blackie studied the 
pattern in the carpet intently. Finally, he lifted his eyes to 
the level of Kopytek's gun. 

“What d'you say to you and your friend splitting this 
swag, and letting us have an hour's start on you?" he pro- 
posed hopefully. 

“Fat chance!" the detective replied contemptuously. 
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Shortly afterward, Pruett returned, with two more men of 
the.plain-clothes division, who were left on stake to await 
the ‘return of Homer France. That individual, however, 
failed to show up at the Niagara. 

It was later learned that it was the habit of the two burg- 
lars to enter their room singly. If the man who went in 
found everything ‘‘in order," he signaled to his waiting con- 
federate by raising the window shade half-way. Otherwise, 
the blind remained lowered. On the occasion of Blackie’s 
arrest, Homer France was waiting across the street, and when 
his partner fajled to raise the shade, he took alarm and fled! 


EALIZING there was no way in which he could escape 
punishment for his crimes, Jack Black—in a signed con- 
fession implicating Homer France and one Jack Brown— 
admitted having participated in forty-seven safe burglaries 
with the use of explosives. He also told the officers that, had 


Two more of the safes 
blown by the burglars. 
(Right) This job was pulled 
in a clothing store. The 
safe shown below proved a 
disappointment — it was 
found to contain only books! 
Note blankets piled on the 
floor to deaden the noise of 
heavy steel door falling, 
after the charge of nitro- 
glycerin. One would think 
that after such an ex- 
plosion, the sound of a door 
falling wouldn’t matter— 
but these safe crackers 
thought otherwise! 


he been permitted to obtain possession of the nitroglycerin 
under pretext of hunting for a clean shirt, he would have 
threatened his captors with the death-dealing explosive in a 
desperate attempt to make his escape from the Niagara Hotel. 

Incidentally, a further search of the safe-burglars’ effects 
revealed a letter from Jack Brown, the third member of the 
trio. It had been mailed from the Mint Hotel, San Francisco, 
and contained an urgent invitation to his buddies to join him 
in the northern city at once, as he had several good places 
"spotted." He enclosed roughly drawn sketches of three 
locations, emphasizing the ease with which entry could be 
accomplished. 

A telegram to the San Francisco Police Department re- 
sulted in the immediate arrest of Brown, and his return to 
Los Angeles to stand trial. . : 

The day after the arrest of Jack Black, Detective Pruett 
called on Nellie—the girl of the blonde locks and brazen 


manner—to learn what he could regarding France's where- 
abouts. 

To all of his questions, she stubbornly replied that she did 
not know where “Homer” was, and, if she did, would not tell. 

Exasperated, Pruett brought her to the Station. 

After an hour's fruitless grilling by Captain “Billy” Cahill, 
in command of the Robbery and Burglary Squads, she was 
released. 

“Trail her," ordered Captain Cahill. “She's sure to connect 
with France sooner or later.” 

The girl had gone less than two blocks, when she darted 
into a drug store. Pruett and Kopytek lingered outside until 
she emerged from the public telephone booth. She walked 
rapidly south on Broadway to Fifth; turned east on Fifth 
and proceeded to Los Angeles Street. 

There, on the northwest corner of that intersection, fidget- 
ing from one foot to the other, stood Homer France, alias 
Sam Martin! 

Two minutes later, 
he was in custody. 


ELLING their 
stories to the 
police, Blackie and 
France revealed that 
they had started their 
careers of burglary 
and safe cracking at a 
very tender age. Prac- 
ticing. on minor jobs 
in different sections of 
Arizona, Oklahoma 
and Oregon, they had 
gained confidence with 
each successful ex- 
ploit, preparatory to 
_ pulling off the really 
"big stuff" in the 
larger cities. 
Following is an ex- 
cerpt from the confes- 
sion of Homer France: 
Question: Regarding the nitroglycerin which was used 
in all the safe jobs in Tis Angeles: where did you obtain 
this “soup”? : 
Answer: I made it out of dynamite. They were leveling 
off some hills near Beverly, California, and I saw them 
using dynamite, so later that evening, about 5:30 P. M., 
I came back and stole fifty sticks, a box of bonnets (caps), 
and about sixty feet of fuse. Then, I made it into nitro- 
glycerin—sometimes in the river jungles, sometimes in 
my hotel room—by suspending the sticks over a pan of 
boiling water, so they wouldn’t touch the hot pan beneath. 
After the nitro had been extracted from the dynamite, 
I would skim it from the surface of the water and bottle it. 
Question: How did you enter the building at 126 South 
Main Street, when you burglarized the California Clothing 
Company? 
Answer: Jack Black (Blackie), Jack Brown and I were 
looking around for a place to go into, and we saw this 
store. We went in, looked it over and bought some clothes. 
Later that. night, Jack Brown rented a room in the hotel 
above this store, and Blackie and I came up later. We cut 
a hole through the floor Y the room into the store below, and 
dropped a rope down. entered by sliding down the rope. 
After I got into the store and was all ready to shoot the safe, 
Brown signaled me to lay low. Then, I saw a cop and a night 
watchman standing in the doorway talking, so I had to wait 
several minutes, till they left. When Brown gave me the O. K. 
tap, I blew the safe. Only got about $260.00 in cash and a 
couple of watches. I then climbed back up the rope, into our 
own room. We covered up the hole in the floor with blankets, 
and moved out. 


In less than two months from the time Jack Brown was 
brought down from San Francisco, he was in San Quentin 
Penitentiary, serving a term for Second Degree Burglary. 

Homer France and Jack Black were sentenced on August 
8th, 1925, to serve from twenty-five to forty years each for 
the crime of Burglary with Explosives. They appealed their 
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conviction and fought the case bitterly for almost two years, 
dragging in every technical legal point their lawyers could 
conceive of. The outcome showed that it would have been 
wiser to accept the first verdict, for, in the end, the Supreme 
Court ruled in favor of the People of the State of California, 
and on May 14th, 1927, Homer France and Jack Black 
entrained for San Quentin Peni- 
tentiary to begin their long terms 
of penal servitude. 


EFORE the cases of France 

and Black had been disposed 
of, another band of ‘‘petermen’”’ in- 
vaded Los Angeles, to engage in 
the lucrative business of safe rob- 
bing. Their activities were short- 
lived. Aftera thrilling chase and 
gun battle, a bullet from the gun of 
Detective Lieutenant‘ Bob’ Pruett 
ended the life of their leader, and 


(Above) Dick 

, alias H. 
A. Richards, Eddie 
Morgan, John 
Marsh, et cetera, 
ex-con and safe 
burglar, victim of 
a mad death chase 
in which the Law 
"beat him to it." 


(Right) The old 
vacant house, 
next door to the 
St. Regis Hotel, 
showing Graham 
in his death leap 
at the moment 
thebullet (see 
dotted line) from 
Lieutenant 
Pruett'sgun 
reached his heart, 
ending his career 
of crime then and 
there, but not un- 
til he had almost 
put an end to 
Pruett in his des- 
perate fight with 
the detectives 


his followers promptly headed for other fields of endeavor. 

On Friday, the 13th of August, 1926, Chief of Detectives 
Herman H. Cline summoned Lieutenant Pruett to his 
private office. 

With some dismay, Bob observed a half-dozen of his 
brother officers standing about the room. What was up 
now? Was he being called upon the carpet for some for- 
gotten infraction of rules? 

“Bob,” said Chief Cline, his blue eyes twinkling with mis- 
chief, “it’s been called to my attention that you've made a 
public utterance to the effect that the number thirteen holds 
no terrors for you. Is that true?" 


"X7 ES , sir!" replied Bob, greatly relieved. “I consider it my 
lucky number. I got married on the thirteenth, I have 
thirteen chil —— well, not quite, but almost . . . and I started 
to work for the Department on the thirteenth day of January, 
nineteen-thirteen. It's brought me luck, so far." 

“That’s fine. I'm just about to present you with Badge 
Number Thirteen! It's lain on the shelf for thirteen years— 
begging for a chance to decorate some policeman's coat. 
Whadda y'say? I've had it all shined up for the occasion." 


Lieutenant Pruett fumbled inside the pocket of his plain 
clothes, and produced Badge No. 257, which he proffered to 
his Chief. 

“Tickled to death to make the exchange,” he'said, smiling. 

"By George! I believe he would!" exclaimed Chief Cline, 
to the interested onlookers. Then: “I was only kidding you, 
Bob—you don't have to wear Number Thirteen. .We just 
wanted to see what you'd do ha 

“But I do want to wear it!" Bob insisted. 

“You mean that? All right, here goes!" The commanding 
officer of the Detective Bureau pinned the badge inside 
Bob's coat lapel. “Good luck!” 

And exactly one week later, Officer Pruett had an oppor- 
tunity to put the omen of good or ill luck to an acid test. 


AT seven o'clock on the morning of August 20th, the 
switchboard operator at Central Detective Headquarters 
received a frantic call from the manager of a chain grocery 
store on Riverside Avenue. 
“Tve been robbed! Send a bunch of detectives, quick!” 


(Below) Bob 
Pruett in a more 
formal pose, the 
sleuth to whom 
the number 13 
has no significance 
—except good 
luck. He was mar- 
ried on the 13th, 
started work in 
the Los Angeles 
Police Depart- 
ment on the 13th 
of January, 1913, 
was called in by 
Chief of Detec- 
tives Herman 
Cline on Friday 
the 13th, to be as- 
signed Badge No. 
13—and stil he 
can laugh at “‘un- 
lucky 13!” ** Thir- 
teen is my lucky 
number," he re- 
peated, when told 
that the Los 
Angeles — under- 
world had offered 
' a “bonus” of $1,- 
000.00 to any man 
who would “get” 
him, for what he 
did to Graham 


Officers R. L. Pruett, S. J. 
McCaleb and R. V. Savage, 
commanded by Captain Ca- 
hill, responded to the call. 

A battered safe bore silent 
testimony to the crime that 
had been committed. The 
door—blown from its hinges— 
reposed a few feet away on 
sacks of sugar, piled there to 
deaden the noise of its fall. 
Papers were strewn wildly 
about. The cash compart- 
ment was, of course, empty. 

Finger-print Expert George 
Denhart was summoned, and 
obtained several good photo- 
graphs of impressions carelessly left by the marauders. | 

Residents in the immediate neighborhood were questioned, 
but no one had so much as heard the sound of the explosion. 
It was not until the attendant in charge of the corner filling 
station was interviewed, that a clue (Continued on page 103) 


“De nite witch did dis,” 


read the crumpled 


note found near the body of pretty 14- 
year-old Ruth Cronik, brutally murdered. 


"I don't know 

her! I don't 

know her!” he 
gasped 


* Nite witch"— night watchman? Was that 
the clue to fhis baffling mystery? 


The HORROR “the BASEMENT 


By Detective W. W. ROGERS 
As told to JACK WOOTEN 


NOTE: For the protection of those concerned, the actual names 
have been withheld, in this true account of a famous case. 


Police Headquarters rang. Three of us made a break 
for the receiver, and Adams was successful in reaching 
it first. Some seconds after he had said ‘‘Hello,” I 
heard him exclaim to the party at the other end of the wire: 

“You say there's a white girl dead in the Pendil Factory?” 

The day before this, Saturday, had been a holiday. In- 
dustries in Ralston, the Southern city on whose police force 
I was serving at the time, had been closed. A good time had 
been had by all, so far as we could learn. Things had been 
quiet, however, for a holiday. We had had a rest in so far as 
strenuous work was concerned. There had been one or two 
robberies—in fact, we had just got back from a call some ten 
minutes before the telephone rang. Adams and myself had 
gone out on the case, leaving Powers, the third call officer de- 
tailed for Headquarters duty, to look after other calls. 

And since things had been so quiet, with a holiday spirit 
in the air, the report that came in and was transmitted to 
my ears by the exclamation of Adams struck me with even 
more force than it would ordinarily have had. 


; T three-five o'clock Sunday morning the telephone at 


As soon as I heard Adams' words, I reached for my coat, 
and dumped my cigarette in a spittoon. Adams curtly told 
the caller over the telephone that we would be right over, 
hung up the receiver, turned quickly and shouted to me: 

"Come on, Boots,"—my nickname—"'let's go to Kennedy 
Street! There's a dead girl at the blooming Pendil Factory! 
That was the Negro night watchman down there talking to 


me. 


E took us only a jiffy to jump into our car and start at 
breakneck speed for the Pendil Factory. At the corner of 
Peach and Blossom Streets we stopped to speak to Sergeant 
Stantz, who stood there talking to the patrolman on the beat. 
Because of the nature of the case, we thought it advisable to 
take our superior officer with us. In a few words we told him 
of our mission. He got in the machine, and away we went. 
In a few minutes we were at the factory. It wasa four-story 
structure. With the exception of a light burning on the ground 
floor, the building was dark. 
'. We jumped out of the automobile, fully expecting someone 
to meet us; but there was, apparently, nobody around. We 
hurried to the door, shook it vigorously, but found it 
locked. We were beginning-to believe that we had been made 
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party to a holiday joke, when I noticed, through the wired- 
glass window in the door, a Negro coming slowly down the 
steps from the second floor of the building. He had a lantern 
in hishand. It was George Lemuel, the night watchman. 

We could plainly see that the Negro was nervous as he 
fingered at the latch. Pretty soon, however, he succeeded in 
opening the door, and admitted us. I said to him, “Where is 
she?" 

The man motioned downward. ‘‘Down in de basement, 
boss," he quavered, "down in de basement!" The lantern 
shook in his hand, and cast fantastic shadows on the wall 
behind him. 

He led us back some twenty-five feet to a scuttle hole that 
had been cut in the floor to allow entrance into the basement. 
A ladder acted as a substitute for stair steps, and down it we 
clambered, with the night watchman leading the way. 

Once in the basement, we followed Lemuel back 150 feet to 
a shaving bin, located in the darkest and dirtiest corner of the 
building. This bin was close to a furnace, and was used to 
hold barrels of shavings which were 
utilized in the winter to fire the boiler. 


PON our arrival at this bin, Lemuel 

set his lantern down on the ground. 
Pointing to a figure lying there in the dirt, 
he croaked: ‘‘Dere she is, boss!" 

By the glow of the lantern Adams, Ser- 
geant Stantz and myself stood there 
looking down upon the form of a young 
girl. She lay flat on her stomach, with her 
head twisted to one side 
and her arms folded under 
her. I bent lower and, 
with the aid of my flash- 
light, made a closer ex- 
amination of the body. 


I -was there 
alone when she 
walked in 


While I was examining her 
head, Adams went around to 
the feet of the motionless 
figure. Sergeant Stantz stood 
by my side. 

I first noticed that the girl’s 
curly hair was rumpled, as if she had been engaged in 
a scuffle. We could not get a very good look at the 
body in its present position, so I motioned to Adams to help 
me turn it over. I caught the girl by the cheeks and my 
fellow officer took her feet. When we turned her over, the 
gases that had accumulated in her stomach came out of her 
mouth, making one of the strangest and weirdest sounding 
noises I have ever heard. 

We found that the girl's eyes were closed. She appeared 
to be about thirteen or fourteen years old. She was a very 
attractive girl, well developed for her age. Her mouth was 
shut tight, the tongue being tightly clamped by her teeth. 


There was a bruise, about three inches in diameter, around 
her right eye, as if she had been struck with a fist. A gash 
on the left side of the back of her head was also noticeable. 
Cinders were up her nostrils and matted in her hair, indicating 
that she had been dragged on the dirty basement ground. 
Sergeant Stantz later found the path made by the body as it 
was pulled by human hands. 

Tied tightly around the girl's neck was a wrapping cord. 
It had been pulled so cruelly tight that it had sunk deep into 
the flesh, and would possibly have gone unnoticed had it not 
been for the fact that where the knot had been tied there was 
a small piece hanging out. 

Her face and hands were the color of a ginger-cake colored 
girl. Noting this, I looked up at Sergeant Stantz and said 
quickly: 

“This is a Negress!" 

My superior officer bent down, and after a brief examina- 
tion agreed with me that the girl did look more like an 
Ethiopian than a member of the Caucasian race. 

Further examination revealed a clot of blood, about 
the size of the crown of a straw hat, near the girl’s 
waist line. Continuing our scrutiny of the body, we 
found that same dark-colored skin. We were just 
about to agree unanimously that the girl was a 
Negress, when Adams happened, to pull down 
her garter. Then we learned that the night 
watchman had been right in 
telephoning that a white 
girl had been found dead in 
the basement of the Pendil 
Factory! The strangulation 
from the cord around her 
neck had caused her skin to 
take on the brownish color so 
evident over most of her 
body. 

After some fifteen 
minutes of examination 
of the lifeless form I 
rose, and my eyes fell on 
George Lemuel. 


"De. you ae this 


girl?” asked 
pointedly. 

“Naw, suh!” came the 
response. 

“How did you come 

to find her?” I demanded. 


The Negro hesitated. I 
could see by the glow of 
the lantern that he was 
plainly nervous. His eyes 
seemed to drop somewhat. 
Finally he said: 

“Well, boss, I has to punch de 
clock on de second floor every thirty 
minutes. I had jest made my two- 
thirty o'clock punch when I has to 
come down in de basement to de 
toilet. While I’se down here I looks 
over and sees a light object. As you 
all knows, yestidy was a holiday an' I 
thought some ob de boys in de factory 
was tryin' to play some sort of a trick 
on me, so's to scare me. I picks up mah lantern an' walks over 
towards de light object, an’ I finds dis white lady dead!” 

“Did you touch her?" I asked. 

"Naw, suh!" The Negro rolled his eyes and shuddered, as 
he replied. . 

"How did you know she was dead, then?" 

"Well, I reckon I jest guessed hit, boss." 

“You said you came down here to the toilet," I reminded 
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him. ‘Why did you come away down here—isn't there one 
on the second floor?" 

“Yas, suh," he answered, "but dat's foh de white folks, 
boss. Dis one down here am foh colored folks."' 

"You're in a big four-story building by yourself," I said. 
"How would anyone have known you had been in the upstairs 
toilet to wash your hands, without climbing away down this 
ladder to the darkest, dirtiest and dingest place in the 
building?” 

“Hit’s a rulin', boss, an’ I comes where I belongs," he 
answered. - 

I waited a few seconds after the Negro’s answer, and then 
I said to him: 

“George, I don’t believe a word of your story! Here 
we've been over twenty minutes examining this body, and if 
Mr. Adams hadn't pulled down the girl's garter, we would 
have gone away thinking she was a colored girl. Now, you 
say you don't know the girl, and yet you stumble over her 
down here in the dark, and with just one glance conclude 
she's a white girl! You conclude she's dead without even 
touching her to find out for yourself. And, 
coupled with these facts, you say you 
came down here to wash your hands when 
there was a wash-room five feet from you 
upstairs!" 


[ TURNED to Adams and Sergeant 

Stantz. 

“I think we had better lock this man 
up," I declared. “What do you all 
say?" 

Adams turned to George Lemuel 
before answering. 

"How did you know this girl was 
white?" he demanded. 

Lemuel stared at the officer a 


minute. His voice shook as he re- 
plied: 

"Well, boss, dere ain't 
nuthin’ but white ladies 


workin’ in dis factory, an’ so 
when I sees dat figure lyin’ 
over dere, I figures dat one 
ob de work ladies has been 
killed—an’ I gits scared an’ 
phones de police," 

"Killed!" I exclaimed 
sharply. : “How do you know 
someone killed that girl?” 

The Negro jumped as if 
he had been shot. 

"] reckon I jest guesses at 
hit, boss," he said simply. 

"Well, George,’’ I replied, 
"we are going to have to lock you up 
until we find out something further 
about this dead girl. I'm not going to 
put handcuffs on you now, but you stand over 
there by Mr. Adams until I look around to see 
what else I can find." 

Without a word, the night watchman obeyed 
my orders; but I noticed that he took good care to stay as far 
away as possible from the dead body lying there on the ground, 
as he walked over to take a stand by my fellow officer. 

Sergeant Stantz and myself now began to make an inspec- 
tion of the surroundings. While we were looking around, I 
noticed a small scrap of crumpled wrapping paper lying about 
one foot from the body. I stooped down and picked it up. 
By the aid of my flashlight I noticed that it had been written 
upon. Scrutinizing the paper, I managed to make out the 
following words: 

“De nite witch did dis... ."' 

I consulted my companions and read the paper aloud. 


“ * Night witch——— " I looked closely at George Lemuel. “I 
wonder, George,” I said quietly, “‘if those words were intended 
for ‘night watchman’! I’ve never heard of a ‘night witch,’ 
have you?" : 

'The Negro cowered under my glance. He lowered his eyes, 
but made no reply. I was afraid to say anytbing further to 
him at that moment, for fear of having a dead Negro on our 
hands. Instead, I turned back to the dead body on the 
ground for further examination. I had hardly done so, how- 
ever, before Sergeant Stantz caught me by the arm and 
exclaimed: ; 

"Look, son, this girl is minus one slipper. 
can find it somewhere around here?" 

Leaving George in the custody of Officer Adams, the 
Sergeant and I made further investigation of our surroundings. 
We found nothing else near the body, but about ten minutes 
later, following the path made by someone in dragging the 
body through dirt and 
cinders in the basement, 
we came to the elevator 
shaft. And there, as if 
having been thrown from 
an upper story down, was 
the gitl’s little black 
slipper. 

Five minutes after 
making this find, the two 
officers and I led George 
Lemuel up the ladder and 
through the scuttle hole 
to the first floor of the 
building. We then went 
to a well-furnished office 
on the second floor, in 
_ order to get to a tele- 

phone. 


I wonder if we 


I? was always our cus- 
tom, upon finding 
people mysteriously dead 
and after making a pre- 
liminary examination, to 
get in touch with mem- 
bers of the detective 
force. We also had to 
notify the Coroner and 
await his instructions 
before moving the body. 
Something had to be done 
with George Lemuel, and 
therefore we had to put 
in a call for the patrol 
wagon. 

Sergeant Stantz tele- 
phoned Sam Rose, Chief 
of Detectives, and after 
briefly outlining what we 
had found, told him to 
hurry on down to the 
Pendil Factory. Adams 
called up the police sta- 
tion and ordered the 
patrol wagon. While 
they were attending to 
these duties, I was again questioning the night watchman. 

He stuck fast to his statement of how he had found the 
body, and flatly denied having ever seen the dead girl before 
in his life. Finally, just as a fellow sometimes gets stumped 
in figuring out a mathematical problem and lays it aside until 
his mind is fresh again, so I ceased my cross-examination of 
George Lemuel for the time being. Leaving Sergeant Stantz 
and Adams to question him further, I picked up the tele- 
phone and called the Coroner, (Continued on page 105) 


Blowing the 


A spotter had marked the 
exact point for the fatal bul- 
let to pass through the par- 
tition—to bump off Ricci! 
An accomplice gave the sig- 
nal—an automatic cracked— 
and the gangster fell dead! 
Who fired that fatal shot? 


By FELIX DE MARTINI 


formerly of the 
Homicide Bureau, 
New York Police 
Department 


As told to 
ISABEL STEPHEN 


conquering sleuth—a superman 

throttling the denizens of the 

underworld single-handed, or 
anything like that. A knowledge of 
the psychological make-up of Italian 
criminals, patient plugging, and an occasional streak of good 
luck have been responsible for most of the good breaks I 
have had in making important captures. 

All three of those components were about equally divided 
in the trick I turned the time the barriers of silence which 
protected that pack of human wolves known as “The Navy 
Street Gang”’ (so named after their hang-out in Navy Street, 
Brooklyn, though their claws reached over every part of 
New York City) were broken down. Hundreds of detectives 
worked on that case; it was just Chance that allotted to me 
the opportunity to deal the death-blow. 

It would take huge cisterns to hold all the ink which has 
been spilled in describing the misdeeds, trailing, capture and 
trials of this pestiferous murder gang. In the whole history 
of the New York Police Department, it stands ingloriously 
preeminent in viciousness, horror and animalism; sordid 
intrigues, distorted ambitions and heinous. betrayals. For 
two years its crimes baffled detectives. 

Imaginative “feature” writers, juggling a few known facts 
and creating fictitious master minds, built up lurid stories 
around its members. 

For the police to have told reporters the truth, the whole 
truth, and nothing but the truth, during the course of their 
investigations, would not only have served to. obstruct jus- 
tice, but would undoubtedly have led to wholesale slaughter. 
That’s why accounts built around newspaper. clippings differ 
materially from the true facts in the case. 

I'm glad to have this opportunity of debunking the un- 
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ws want to pose as an all- 


“How is it, 
Peaches, 
that a su- 
perior girl 
like you 
could have 
put up with 
this crimi- 
nal so 
long?” 


wholesome glorifying of human coyotes into brilliant master 
minds, modern “Robin Hoods,” and so on, such as have ap- 
peared in certain periodicals, in describing the machinations 
of the Navy Street Gang. 

This story is founded on notes I made while personally 
working on the case, on police records, and on data filed away 
in the Kings County District Attorney’s office. 


j was between the hours of midnight and six o’clock in the 
morning of November 28th, 1917, that I got the “lucky 
break” of which I spoke above. 

The morning before, two detectives attached to Brooklyn 
Police Headquarters had brought back from Reno a man 
named Ralph Pepi, alias Ralph Daniello, also known as 
"Ralph the Barber’’—and a young Brooklyn girl with whom he 
had eloped. 

Ralph Daniello, which was the name by which he was best 
known, had been tried for, and acquitted of, the murder of 
Louis Demaro, another gangster, shot and killed May 7th, 
just a short time before he had fared forth on his romantic 
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adventure. He admitted his association with the gangsters 
of Navy Street and Coney Island, but it was impossible to get 
sufficient evidence to convict him. 

In spite of his philandering, Daniello, paradoxically enough, 
was devoted to his wife and children, who had gone to Italy 
shortly after his arrest on the murder charge. 

On their journey back to New York, these two detectives 
were careful to keep away from the subject of the Navy 
Street mob. Daniello, however, kept throwing out hints 
that he would not be unwilling to be cross-examined or coaxed 
into telling what he knew about them. These 
hints were ignored even when Daniello mentioned 
grievances he. had against his fellow gangsters: 
that they had not helped 
him in his “trouble,” nor 
had they sent money to 
Italy to his family as they 
had promised to do. 

By questioning him right 
then and there, they might 
have managed to obtain. 
some valuable information 
—or they might have ob- 
tained merely some more 
intangible ‘“‘tips’’ which 
would annoy the guilty 
parties without giving us 
anything definite enough to 
convict them. 

So, as the train rattled 
along, the detectives al- 
lowed Daniello’s bitterness 
to feed upon itself, trusting 
that when he was emotion- 
ally gorged enough, he 
would explode with something we 
could use to really dynamite the 
Gang. 


JUST about the time of their arriv- 
al, I was sent over to Manhat- 

tan to investigate a homicide case 
which had all the earmarks of Navy 
Street gunmen warfare, It involved a close friend of Daniello's. 

A young dandy named Andrea Ricci had been shot to death 
in a Manhattan gambling-house during the early hours of the 
morning. He had been seated at a table, with his back 
against a thin, wooden, partitioned wall, playing cards. On 
his right hand was a doorway. The assassin had fired his 
gun from the other side of the partition, a spotter having 
previously marked in pencil on the paneling the exact spot the 
player's head would be on the opposite side when he sat 
back. Someone in the card room had obviously given the 
signal to the gunman through the doorway at the moment 
Ricci's head was in the fatal position. The shot had blown 
off the entire top of the player's head. 

I found myself on the same familiar sterile ground: the same 
types of suspects, the same possible motives; the same protes- 
tations of ignorance; the same apparent seal of secrecy at all 
points. 

On visiting the apartment of "Peaches" Casazza, the dead 
man's sweetheart, I learned that she was out of town, holi- 
daying with a girl friend down at Atlantic City. If she had not 
returned the following day, I planned to follow her to the sea- 
side resort. 

That brought me close on midnight. 
bed that night when the telephone rang. 

"Inspector Cray wants you to come to the Station House 


‘I had just got into 


oft 


immediately!" The desk lieuten- 
ant’s voice rasped with excite- 
ment as he spoke. “It’s very 
important!" 
Click! 

Hastily, though reluctantly, I got into my clothes and 
left the house. Those "hurry" calls usually meant just 
another homicide case. Left to themselves, the gangsters 
would finally end up by exterminating their whole breed— 
but such gorillas are careless marksmen; innocent bystanders 
are likely to be potted, Besides, we were in the dark as to 
their racket. 


MEN with records were throwing away big money every 

night in the underworld gambling places, with no visible 
means of acquiring it. The police knew, of course, that they 
were engaged in some crooked work; yet were unable to find 
out exactly what it was. They had been "'frisked" many 
times for revolvers; with a cock-sure suavity they submitted 
to the search, confident in the knowledge that nothing would 
be found on them. 

From the expression on Inspector Cray’s face, I surmised 
immediately on entering his office that something far more 
important than a gang killing had broken. 

“Daniello says he’s ready to blow the whole works!" he 
said, as soon as I asked him what had happened. “He in- 
sisted on seeing you first, though. I'll have him brought right 
in. 

Witbin a few minutes an officer brought along the gangster. 
He was a well-built young fellow, about five feet, seven 
inches tall, smooth-shaven, with a deep scar running across 
his forehead—memento of a narrow escape from death. The 
suit he wore was unrumpled in spite of his imprisonment, and 
somehow or other he had managed to keep his hair groomed 
and even his finger-nails in perfect condition. 

"]'ve decided to come across," he said, in a level, unemo- 
tional voice. “And what I can tell you will clear up the whole 
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Navy Gang situation. 
Martini, alone, first.” 

I could easily understand this attitude. Daniello knew me 
personally and by reputation. Crooks look on all members 
of the police force with unmasked suspicion—as a gang repre- 
senting Law, warring against their gang representing Law- 
lessness. To Daniello, Inspector Cray was an unknown chief 
of that "gang." The gangster was as wary of strangers as a 
stray dog. . 

I have always given crooks a square deal. I understand 
their way of looking at life. They lie because they believe 
they have everything to lose by telling the truth—about 
themselves. While a detective is doing his darnedest to 
figure them out, they are doing their darnedest to outguess 
the detective. 

“Before I say anything, De Martini, I want you to give 
me your word of honor that I’ll have police protection,” 
Daniello resumed, after a dead silence of a minute or so, 
during which the only sound in the room was the tick-tick of 
the large clock on the wall. Though his eyes were as cold and 
expressionless as dark-brown marbles, and his firm lips 
scarcely moved as he spoke, a cigarette I had handed him 
suddenly snapped in his tensed fingers; the two pieces fell to 
the floor. 


But I want to tell it to you, De 


IX months before, while he stood in the shadow of the 
electric chair, accused of the murder of Demaro, not a 
hint of information had passed his lips. He must have known 
as well as the police did, that, since the girl with whom he had 
eloped had married another man who had accompanied them, 
„there was every likelihood that he would be released within 
forty-eight hours. Was his bitterness against his fellow 
gangsters strong enough to force him to risk his life when the 
jail door clanged behind him, and he was outside looking back? 
With that sixth sense possessed by many criminals, Da- 
niello seemed to read my silent inquiry. 

“I'm sick of this life, and I want to go straight," he offered, 
and I listened to his explanation somewhat cynically, making 
no attempt to conceal my unbelief. Neither did I refer to 
the comments he had let fall during the trip from Reno, 
regarding his gang's failure to help his family when he had 
been obliged, for some unknown reason, to flee New York City. 

"]'m sick of the game, and I want to get out of it—and the 
only way I can get out of it safely is to give the whole works 
away," he amended. “The way the Gang's been treating 
me lately shows they're throu. with me. And when they're 
through with a man, they bump him off—unless he gets them 
first, and this is the only way I can get 'em!" 

"All right, Ralph—fire away!" I accepted this as the true 
reason for his offer to turn informer. 

“You'll give me your word of honor I'll have police pro- 
tection from the mob? You know they're pretty bad, but 
you don't begin to guess what a bad lot this mob is. They'll 
stop at nothing!" 

I gave him the requested assurance. Then, for an interval 
of several minutes, there was silence. Presuming that he was 
feeling about for a place to start, I gave him a lead. 

“Just what is the racket of the Navy Street Gang?" I asked. 

""They have a racket, of course—do quite a bit of grafting 
on the gambling places and Italian storekeepers; but it doesn't 
amount to much," he said very slowly. ''Mostly, Brooklyn 
has been used lately as a place to bump off the padrones and 
members of the mob who for one reason or another it has been 
decided . . . to dispense with." 

It would be more picturesque if I were to translate the 
gangster's language into the so-called "underworld slang," 
but I'm sticking to the truth—and besides, Daniello was 
speaking to me in Italian. 

“I know most of the mob only by their nicknames, but my 
pal, Andrea Ricci, knows their real names. He wants to get 
out of the game, too, and is ready to come across. . . . Bring 
him in and he'll come across all right. . . . He let me know, 
when I was in Reno, that the Gang seemed to be acting sort 
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of leary toward him. Better get him before they get 
Timo. 5 . : : 

I didn't tell him that they had already “got” his pal; quite 
probably, his death had been timed to shock Daniello into 
panic-stricken silence. At that moment Andrea's body was 
lying in the city Morgue. For once the underworld grape- 
vine messenger service had failed. Daniello had been in the 
District Attorney's office, being interrogated on the abduction 
case, while visitors had attempted to get the words of warning 
to him. 

This information would have been a setback to him, but 
beyond assuring him that Ricci would be picked up at an 
early hour I, naturally, made no further comment on his friend. 

“You go ahead and tell me all you know, and then I'll 
check it up with what Andrea has to say,” I suggested grimly, 
implying that I wasn't altogether ready to accept his story as 
the truth. 

It took hours to get his statement. A very brief outline 
of the history of the real Gang, as he gave it, is as follows: 

In 1912, Giosue Gallucci started blackmailing small store- 
keepers in Harlem's east side, his headquarters being a ram- 
shackle building which became known as “The Murder 
Stable," thus named because of the many murdered men found 
in it and its vicinity. The stable was owned by an old woman 
called Pasquarella Spinella, who was killed on March 2oth, 
1912, at 334 East 108th Street. Ostensibly Gallucci derived 
his livelihood from a coffee shop in the neighborhood. When 
his right-hand man, “The Gymp,” was found dead there one 
morning, Gallucci told the police “The Gymp" had demanded 
money of him, and he had killed him in self-defense. . 

With Gallucci were three Morello brothers, and two 
brothers named La Monte. They were joined by a boss 
gambler named Pellegrino Morano. They waxed wealthy. 
Morano became ambitious, but took, the hint and retired 
after a bomb had been placed in frorít of his house. Charlie 
Baker and Nick Delgaudio, friends of Morano, were not so 
willing to permit Gallucci to control the situation, so they 
were killed off. 

Gallucci became known as “King of Little Italy,” until 
1915, when he and his son Luca were shot. 

“If I get well, I will attend to them!" the dying "king" 
gasped to detectives. 

But he never got well; neither did his son. 


THE Morello brothers succeeded in leadership, and were 
recognized as the wealthiest Italians in Harlem. The 
La Monte brothers and Joseph de Marco were killed. 

By this time, operations of the original Gang, Daniello 
explained, had extended from Harlem to Westchester, 
Brooklyn and Yonkers. 

Nicholas Morello formed a partnership with Eugene 
Ubriaco, the son of Camille Ubriaco, who owned a number of 
houses on 116th Street. This pair of leaders was disposed of 
in Brooklyn, September 8th, 1916, 

Before he had an opportunity to seize leadership, Giuseppi 
Verrazano, one of the wealthiest gamblers in the four dis- 
tricts, was shot to death as he sat at supper in the Italian 
Gardens on the night of October 6th, 1916. 

And with the death of Verrazano passed the last of the 
big leaders. 

“The chief form of graft," Daniello went on, “‘is levied on 
gambling-houses. Padrones exact tribute from every Italian 
gambling game in Harlem, Westchester, Brooklyn and Yon- 
kers. When word is brought that there is an unauthorized 
gambler operating, or if a house is not operating well enough, 
or if any of them refuse to give up to the collectors, the 
padrone for that particular district calls two or three gunmen 
to him, gives them weapons, and instructs them to ‘get’ 
the men. 

“The gunmen work on regular salaries: young unmarried 
fellows get from ten to fifteen dollars a week, and the married 
men get twenty-five dollars. Others in the mob work as 
collectors, spies and confidence (Continued on page 95) 


On the TRAIL of 
“BLACK BART,” 


“Black Bart’’—the man of mystery, whose crisp order, 
“Hands up!” chilled the hearts of hundreds of victims 


ii HO is ‘Black Bart,’ the stage robber?” 

W For seven years the State of California asked 
this question, and found no answer. For seven 
years detectives, sheriffs and State rangers vainly 

hunted the man: who held up stage after stage, and who 
wrote mocking verses, signed "Black Bart," to show his 
contempt for the Law. 

The mysterious highwayman always worked single-handed, 
and he established a record which never has been equaled by 
any other Jone bandit on record. Twenty-eight times he held 
up stages, robbing strong boxes, mail-pouches and passengers. 
Always, he succeeded in escaping. 

Terrifying of aspect when he stepped from the roadside, his 
face hidden in a flour sack and his dark eyes glittering from 
peep-holes which he had cut in his improvised mask, under a 
black derby hat, Black Bart chilled the hearts qf brave men. 
No driver failed to hold up his hands when the bandit leveled 
his double-barreled shotgun and, in a hollow, sepulchral voice, 
commanded his victim to "stand and deliver!" There was 
something supernatural about this apparition at the Cali- 
fornia roadside—something unreal in those hollow tones 
which boomed forth from behind the mask that made iden- 


California's 


Lone 
Highwayman 


Hidden back of a fictitious 
name, for 7 years, single- 
handed, this daring man of 
mystery averaged 4 stage 
hold-ups a year— vanishing 
like a specter in the shrubbery, 
with thousands of dollars in 
gold bullion, cash and gems! 
Who was he? 


By ARTHUR CHAPMAN 


tification impossible. “The Devil himself!" one victim 
gasped. 

This quality of unreality was intensified by the ease with 
which the bandit eluded pursuit, after he had gathered up his 
booty and departed from the scene of a hold-up. He would 
disappear in the forest, and skilled men would hunt in vain 
for his trail. Elusive as a will-o'-the-wisp, he vanished as 
completely as if the earth had swallowed him. This added, 
perhaps, most of all to the atmosphere of mystery which 
surrounded him from the first, and which stamped him as 
separate and apart from the ordinary run of bandits. 

True, Black Bart’s trail was not steeped in human blood. 
He had never killed a man in carrying out his hold-ups. Never 
once had he fired at stage driver, express messenger or 
passenger, in collecting his tribute. 


UT he did not have to shoot. There was something in his 

bearing which exacted obedience. He handled his. 
deadly-looking, sawed-off shotgun with the skill and steadi- 
ness of an expert. The nerviest of men shakily “hoisted” 
when Black Bart boomed: 

“Hands up!" 

Always about him, there persisted that air of mystery. 
Somewhere, between the hold-ups which he staged so regu- 
larly, he must be taking part in the daily affairs of men. But 
where—and how? 

.Was he a rancher, a cowboy, or a.city dweller? Did he 
have a criminal record, or was he some apparently respectable 
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citizen who was playing a Jekyll-and-Hyde róle—a highly 
regarded member of the community to-day, and the fear- 
inspiring "Black Bart" to-morrow? Men looked askance at 
their neighbors, but year after year his depredations went on, 
without the slightest clue coming the way of the authorities. 

The rewards upon Black Bart’s head mounted to a stagger- 
ing sum. Thousands of dollars would fall into the purse of 
any man who caused the arrest of this mysterious haunter 
of the California highways. But the rewards might just as 
well not have been offered. Who could capture a shadow? 
And who could identify a face that was never seen, always 
hidden, as it was, behind an encircling mask of white? 

To make the case the more remarkable, this lone bandit 
appeared at a time when it was thought that outlawry had 
been stamped out in California. One by one the great bandit 
leaders, like Murietta and Vasquez, who headed organized 
gangs of as many as 100 men, had been hunted down by 
State rangers and sheriffs’ posses. Bojorques, and the tigerlike 
Juan Soto, had been killed. Scores of bandits had been slain 
by Wells Fargo shotgun messengers or fighting stage drivers. 
Besides, towns and villages had sprung up everywhere, and 
fertile valleys, such as the Sacramento, the San Joaquin and 
the Santa Clara, were on the way to becoming great agricul- 
tural communities. It looked as though banditry could not 
hope to make headway against the forces of civilization— 
and yet Black Bart accomplished the seemingly impossible! 


H's first stage hold-up was on an August day, and proved 

to be a modest beginning. The stage was on its way from 
Fort Ross to Russian River. There were no passengers 
aboard, nor was there a shotgun messenger in charge of the 
Wells Fargo treasure box. The driver rode alone, but who 
would think of danger amid such peaceful, well-ordered 
scenes? It was a typical summer day in California—just 
warm enough to be soothing. Distant hills carried a thin 
veil of haze. Insects droned. The driver of the stage almost 
went to sleep to the monotonous music of the jangling har- 
ness, as the horses jogged on through the dust. 

Suddenly a man appeared at a bend in the road. 

“Halt!” 

Rearing and snorting, the startled horses pulled back at 
the sharp command and sudden apparition. 

The driver saw a stocky, well-set figure, masked in white. 
Steely eyes glinted from the peep-holes in the flour-sack 
mask. Most compelling of all, a double-barreled, sawed-off 
shotgun was pointed the driver's way—unwaveringly, 

Another command came, as the driver halted his team: 

""Throw out the treasure box!" 

There was nothing to do but comply. The masked bandit 
"had the drop." The Wells Fargo box was tilted over the side 
of the stage, and thudded into the dust. 

"Now throw out the mail-sacks!" was the next command. 

Again the driver complied. 

Making sure that the driver was not armed, the bandit 
proceeded to the work of forcing open the treasure box. This 
was not difficult. The contents, amounting to $325.00, were 
taken by the robber, who then leisurely ripped operi the mail- 
sacks and-inspected any letters that looked as if they might 
contain money. 

His day's work done, the bandit again took up his shotgun 
and ordered the stage driver to go on his way. The driver 
needed no urging. He galloped his horses to the nearest 
sheriff, and reported the robbery. The sheriff was soon on 
the scene with deputies, but no clue could be found. The 
trail of the robber ended in the dust at the side of the road. 

The countryside was searched, but nothing could be 
fastened on anyone. The driver could add no details, except 
that the bandit was very courteous, in direct contrast with 
most of the stage-robbing fraternity! 

In a little while, the incident was forgotten. 

Several months later, however, there came a reminder in 
the form of another hold-up. And this time Black Bart 
introduced himself personally to the authorities with whom 
he was to be at war for seven years to come. 
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He had selected the stage from Quincy to Oroville as his 
next means of collecting tribute. He halted the stage at a 
convenient bend in the road, as in the preceding hold-up. 
Again came the hollow-voiced command, from behind the 
flour-sack mask, to throw off the treasure box and mail-sacks. 
This being done, the robber ordered the driver to go.on his 
way. When the stage disappeared, the bandit opened the 
treasure box and rifled the mail-sacks, the total yield in cash, 
bullion and jewels being given out later as $600.00. But the 
general belief was that the robber obtained much more than 
the authorities cared to admit. 

After he had collected his booty, the bandit sat down and 
wrote a doggerel rhyme, which he “‘dedicated” to Wells Fargo 
& Company! The lines, in firm, clear handwriting, he fastened 
to a tree, where they were found by the armed men who 
arrived later on the scene. The gently sarcastic verse written 
by the stage robber read as follows: 


Here I lay me down to sleep 
To wait the coming morrow. 
Perhaps success, perhaps defeat 
And everlasting sorrow. 
Yet, come what will, I'll try it on . 
My condition can't be worse . 
, if there's money in that box, 
There’ s money in my purse! 


BLACK BART, P. O. 8 


No doubt the bandit was moved by something more than 
a mere desire to taunt his victims, in writing these lines. 
The signature, Black Bart, with its pun on the word “poet” 
("*P.O.8"), indicated something of vanity in the writer's 
character—and also a streak of humor! He had given himself 
a catchy name, and he wanted to set people talking about 
him. He wanted to let the authorities know that they were 
dealing with no ordinary stage robber! 

The bandit's poetic effort had the desired result. The name 
of Black Bart was soon on every tongue, and appeared in big 
type on the front pages of newspapers all over the country. 
California's poet-bandit had caught the popular imagination. 
People wondered where and when he would strike next, and 
how the authorities would meet the challenge so boldly given. 


THE first rewards posted for information leading to his 

capture were not large, showing that authorities had not 
fully realized Black Bart’s possibilities as a disturber of 
transportation. The Federal Government and the post- 
office authorities offered a combined reward of $500.00, to 
which the Wells Fargo company, stung by the bandit's 
impudent joke, added $300.00. 


This total of $800.00 was eventually increased to $18,000.00 as 


. Black Bart cunningly staged one successful hold-up after another. 


The bandit’s first poetic gesture was his last. He had 
established his name and fame, and thereafter he settled 
down to the grim business of robbery on the public highway— 
abandoning poetry entirely. 

Apparently, he had worked out a regular system of pro- 
cedure. He did not make one hold-up follow too closely on 
the heels of another. He waited two or three months—or, 
perhaps, six months—until excitement had died down and 
vigilance had relaxed. Then he struck again. His hold-ups 
averaged about four a year. Sometimes they would take 
place in one part of California, sometimes in another. In 
every instance he seemed to be astonishingly familiar with 
the country, and evidently he had made preliminary plans 
which enabled him to make a quick, easy escape. 

And always, in his hold-ups, he was the "gentleman"! He 
never used profanity. He seemed genuinely sorry when he 
had to rob passengers—but “business was business." He 
finished each job quickly, expeditiously, courteously. 

After the ''poetic" robbery, Wells Fargo & Company 
resumed the practice of putting shotgun messengers on 
stages. It was their business to sit, with a shotgun between 
their knees, ready to shoot down anyone who tried to get the 
treasure box. But Black Bart timed his appearances so 
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cunningly that he caught one messenger after another, off 
guard—and his hold-ups continued without interruption. 

George Hackett, a Wells Fargo shotgun messenger, came 
closest to "getting" Black Bart—only the plunging of horses 
saving the bandit's life this time. 

It was ona July day, when the bandit, stooping low as he 
emerged from the underbrush, held up one of the LaPorte- 
Oroville stages. Black Bart, according to his habit, 
screened himself behind the horses as he leveled his 
shotgun at the driver and messenger. The horses began 
to plunge wildly. 

Taking a desperate chance, Hackett brought his shotgun 
to his shoulder, and fired. 

The rearing horses interfered with his aim. Driver and 
messenger expected a return shot from Black Bart, but, with 
a mocking laugh, the desperado darted into the bushes. As he 
disappeared, the plucky messenger fired again, but once more 
luck held, and the bandit escaped. 


H's greatest “haul,” it is believed, was when he held up the 

stage from Covelo to Ukiah. It was generally assumed 
that he took in a large amount of bullion as a result of this 
hold-up, for he waited several months before he staged 
another. Then he held up the stage from Weaverville to 
Shasta. 

In all these hold-ups, he left absolutely no clue to his 
identity. He was the man of mystery—the ''shadow of the 
chaparral," as the Californians called him, referring to his 
elusive disappearances in tangled shrubbery (chaparral). 

Most remarkable of all, through twenty-eight hold-ups he 
had not fired a shot! Nor was it until this twenty-eighth and 


“Hands up! Throw down the treasure box!” 


final hold-up that the authorities found any clue to his 
real identity. 


T was Black Bart's last appearance as a highwayman. 

On that day, the stage from Sonora to Milton was 
stopped near the little settlement of Copperopolis. The 
driver, J. McConnell, was alone. À 

When the dreaded and nòw familiar apparition appeared 
at the roadside, McConnell recognized it instantly, and 
stopped his team. He was a brave man, but he knew it 
would be folly to resist that masked figure. He unhitched 
his horses, at Black Bart’s command, and drove them behind 
the wagon.: Then he watched and waited, while the bandit 
went through the treasure box and mail-sacks. 

The treasure box proved unusually difficult to open.. In 
breaking the lock, the bandit cut his hand. Blood was 
found, afterward, on the way bill, which.certified to the 
contents of the box—a total of $4,800.00 in amalgam, gold- 
dust and currency. i 

Having collected his booty, Black Bart prepared to leave. 
Just as he was disappearing into the bushes, an Italian boy, 
carrying a rifle, rounded the turn in the road. McConnell 
signaled him to hurry, and to keep quiet. The boy ran 
forward and, as he came up to McConnell, the stage driver 
seized the rifle and fired after the bandit. Apparently the 
shot missed, for the sound of Black Bart's deep laughter 
came back to McConnell's ears. Running into the bushes, 
on the bandit's trail, McConnell fired again, but without 
result. Black Bart had cheated death once more. 

But, this time, his getaway was not so clean. 
two important clues! 


He left 
(Continued on page 100) 


This is the way they pulled the real ones in the days of Black Bart, with 


masked bandits advancing from all sides 


The SHADOW that | 


strange ways, but it remained for an Omaha lawyer, 

turned detective, to save his client from a charge of 

attempted murder by the evidence of a shadow—the 
shadow of a church steeple! 

It was the most unique case I ever handled in my twenty- 
eight years of newspaper work. Asa reporter, I worked on 
this mystery, and later was in the court-room when the 
“shadow” was introduced into the evidence. I saw the 
interested expression on the faces of the men of the jury, 
saw the look of dismay on the face of the prosecutor, and 
heard the report of the jury which set the accused man free 
because of the alibi of the shadow. In Omaha police and 
newspaper circles, it is still spoken of as “the shadow case.” 

The “shadow” was cast by a church steeple. And a 
photograph of this “shadow” is what figured so prominently 
in the case on trial. 

Tom Denison was political 'boss" of Omaha. Denison 
was a gambler—one of the "square" kind. His word was just 
as good as that of any banker, or preacher, in Omaha. If you 
bought a horse from Tom Denison on your own judgment— 
well, look out! You were using your own judgment, and 
your eyes were open—or should have been. But if you were 
buying a horse from Tom Denison and explained to him that 
you knew nothing at all about horses, at the same time 
appealing to him for the qualifications of the horse under 
consideration, you would get the exact truth from him as to 
that particular horse. 

Earlier, Denison had been a gambler in Leadville in the 
palmy days of that Colorado city. He had owned a gam- 
bling-house in Denver. He had had an interest in the biggest 
gambling-house in Butte, Montana. He had owned gam- 
bling-houses in many other Western cities. Then he came to 
Omaha, started a gambling-house, and got into politics. 
In time, he became political 'boss" of the town. It was 
said no one could be elected in an Omaha city election without 
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M: have been saved from death sentences in many 


By 


T. R. PORTER 
of the 
Omaha 
WORLD-HERALD 


(Left) The famous 
“shadow picture” 
that saved Erdman. 
The exact time it was 
taken in the after- 
noon, to the fraction 
of a minute, 
figured out astrono- 
mically by Father 
Rigge (shown on 
page 45). Note the 
shadow on which the 
astronomer made his 
calculations, running 
across the wall of the 
church, in the upper 
right-hand corner 


first arranging the matter with Tom Denison. It was said 
that no one could conduct a "game" in Omaha without 
giving Denison a rake-off. * 

One of Denison's henchmen was Frank Erdman. 
was the man who was saved by the “shadow.” 

Erdman had ''done time" in prisons in a half-dozenWestern 
States. When he came to Omaha, he just naturally drifted 
into what was called the ‘‘Denison gang.” 

But, after a while, Denison and Erdman came to a parting 
of the ways. Erdman was ''fired" from the ‘‘gang,’’ and 
lost Denison's support. 

Erdman was known as a desperate character. There were 
nine notches on his gun—and he carried two. Whether 
these notches were legitimate, we never knew. But they 
were there. After his falling-out with Denison, Erdman 
announced that he was going to put a stop to gambling in 
Omaha, no matter whose game it was. So he started raiding 
games. 


Erdman 


UT in East Omaha old “Fatty” Blaisdell operated a 
saloon and gambling place combined. The gambling 
room was on the second floor. 

One night, when the game was particularly lively and a 
pretty stiff sum was on the green tables. Frank Erdman 
quietly entered the room, stood with his back to the door, 
and called: 

“Hands up!" 

In each hand Erdman held a gun, and each gun was 
sweeping the room. And both weapons were cocked, it 
could plainly be seen. 

Every hand in that room reached promptly for the ceiling. 
Next, the men were ordered to stand facing the wall, and 
they all obeyed. Erdman took all the money in sight on the 
tables, backed out of the door, and made his escape. 

The gamblers didn't dare make an official complaint to the 
police! They were all lawbreakers, and Erdman had taken 


SAVED a LIFE 


All hope seemed lost in one of the most amazing trial scenes ever 
witnessed in an Omaha court-room, when John O. Yeiser produced 
the “shadow picture,” and, in effect, said: “Gentlemen, all your 


testimony against this man goes for nothing. 
from the heavens themselves! 


nothing except 
stakes in a gam- 
bling game. 

It was discov- 
ered that Erdman, 
in preparation for 
his clean - up 
"campaign," had 
left his regular 
haunts and was 
living undercover, 
fearing assassina- 
tion. He came 
out only at night, 
and then secretly, 
just to make a 
raid on some 
gambling - den. 
He didn't give the 
"enemy" a single 
chance to bump 
him oft. The 
gambler who saw 
Erdman in those 
days, saw him be- 
hind a gun—and 
the gun was 
cocked and ready 
for business! 


OM DENI- 

ison came home 
to his cottage, out 
at Fifteenth and 
Burdette Streets, 
one Sunday after- 
noon. The date 
was May 22nd, 
1910 — the time, 


two - fifty P.M. 
He found, on his 
front porch, a 


strange suit-case. 
He started to pick 
it up. Then he 
noticed a thin 
white string run- 
ning from a hole 
in the valise to a 
screw-eye fixed in the porch floor. It meant only one thing! 

Denison didn’t pick up the grip. Instead, he quickly 
telephoned the police. 

The police responded. So did the newspaper boys. One 
of the detectives cut the string and picked up the suit-case. 
It wasn't far to the railroad tracks and across to a sort of 
waste-land between the tracks and the river. The de- 
tectives and the newspaper men took that grip down near 
the river and investigated it. But their investigations 


Tom Denison, Omaha political “boss,” out for a canter on one of his favorite saddle 

horses. They were out to “get” Denison, and he walked to the very edge of the dia- 

bolical death trap set for him—when a thin white string caught his observant eye! What 
quickly followed made police history! 


Here is proof of it 


did not include 
pulling that little 
white cord! 
Instead, the 
police cut out one 
side of the grip. 
Inside, there were 
enough sticks of 
dynamite to blow 
upDenison’shouse 
and all the other 
houses in that end 
of town! An in- 
genious arrange- 
ment would have 
fired off a revolver 
and exploded the 
dynamite, if the 
grip M had been 
picked up with 
the string still 
, attached to the 
screw-eye. 


OMEBODY 
had undoubt- 
edly made an at- 
tempt to blow up 
Denison and his 
entire family. 

Monday morn- 
ing the  news- 
papers had front- 
page stories, with 
pictures of the 
grip and contents, 
of Denison's home 
where the infernal 
machine was 
found, of Denison 
himself, e£ cetera. 
But they didn't 
have a clue as to 
who had put that 
grip on Denison's 
front porch, in 
broad daylight, in 
a thickly settled 
neighborhood. 

However, if the newspapers didn't havea clue that Monday 
morning, they had one by Monday afternoon. 

A half dozen men reported to the police that on the Sun- 
day afternoon on which the infernal machine was found on 
Denison's porch, they had seen Frank Erdman within a block 
of Denison's home and going in the direction of that house. 
Furthermore, he was carrying a grip that looked just like the 
grip found on Denison's front porch, which contained the 
dynamite. They all set the time as two-thirty in theafter- 


43 


Photo by Bostw ich, Omaha 


44 o True Detective Mysteries 


noon. Each of these men spoke of having seen two young 
girls, dressed in white, following along behind Erdman. 

Later, the presence of these two girls, and the exact time 
of their presence behind Erdman, became of vast importance 
in the case. 

But curiously, all these witnesses were connected, in one 
way or another, with the gambling "ring." There might be 
a question as to their credibility before a jury. However, 
they told their stories to the prosecutor, and a warrant was 
issued for Frank Erdman'sarrest. His undercover retreat was 
quickly found by the police, when they wanted him, and he 
was arrested. 

Erdman had no friends and was unable to obtain bail. So 
he went to jail while awaiting trial. 

In addition to having no friends, Erdman had no money. 
In his extremity, he sent for Attorney John O. Yeiser. 


EISER was a Quixotic sort of lawyer. It never seemed to 

make much difference to him whether a client had money, 
or not. He loved a fight, and if the case looked as if there was 
a good fight in it, Yeiser would take it, and often pay the costs 
of the suit himself, just to get 
the case before the court. 

' So Yeiser took the case to de- 
fend Erdman, and all the pay 
Erdman could give him was one 
of his guns—the one with the 
nine notches. That's how we 
knew of the notches. And Yeiser 
found a mighty slim case for his 
client, too. 

Erdman claimed a “put-up” 
job. He declared he. was being 
railroaded to prison because of 
the enmity of the gamblers. He 
told Yeiser he had been in his 
room that Sunday afternoon un- 
til Jong after the suit-case was 
found on Denison's porch. But 
he had no proof of this. Because 
he had been keeping undercover 
to prevent his enemies from find- 
ing him, he had no witnesses. 


THOSE were the conditions 

when the case came to trial. 
Erdman was charged with at- 
tempted murder by dynamite. 

I sat in the court-room that 
day, and saw tlie jury selected. 
Yeiser fought to get a jury com- 
posed of plain, ordinary citizens. 
And the prosecution was so con- 
fident of its evidence that it, too, 
wanted a jury of that same kind. 
So a jury was obtained without 
much trouble. 

Three witnesses went on the 
stand. They told of seeing Erd- 
man with the suit-case in his 
hand, out in Denison's neighbor- 
hood that Sunday afternoon. 
Erdman walked with a slight 
limp. The three witnesses identi- 
fied the man with the grip by this limp, as well as by a checked 


suit and checked cap which he wore. And there sat Erdman’ 


in the prisoner's box in court, wearing that checked suit and 
checked cap, right in front of the jury! 

These witnesses told of seeing Erdman within one block of 
Denison's house, where he turned into the alley at the back of 
Denison's home. This, they testified, was at two-thirty P.M. 
nd the infernal machine was found on Denison's porch at 
two-fifty P.M., twenty minutes after the witnesses said they 
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The man who defended Erdman in his now famous 

trial—John O, Yeiser, of Omaha. He loved a good 

legal fight, if it "looked hard enough"—and whether 

there was any money in it, or not, mattered, little 
to him! 


saw Erdman carrying the grip up the alley. And each of the 
witnesses spoke of seeing the two girls in white a few yards 
behind Erdman. 

The case went on through the afternoon, and on until about 
the middle of the next morning. Then the prosecution played 
its trump card. 

The last two witnesses for the State were placed on the 
witness-stand. They were two girls, sisters. They lived out 
near Denison. They were absolutely trustworthy. There was 
no question of their good faith. 

They were the girls in white who had followed Erdman 
down the street toward Denison's home. 

I.sat at the reporters' table and heard these two girls 
testify. They had been to church that day. They had been 
confirmed. The church was sixteen blocks from their home, 
but they had walked home after the confirmation. 

As they walked down Sixteenth Street a block from 
Denison's home, they testified, they had seen a man dressed 
in a checked suit, walking with a slight limp, and carrying a 
suit-case in his hand, turn into the alley back of Denison's 
home. The younger sister testified that she had, in a spirit of 
fun, mocked the limping stranger 
and had, herself, tried to imitate 
that limp. 

They set the time at two- 
thirty Sunday afternoon. The 
next day, when they read the 
story in the newspapers, they 
had remembered the limping 
stranger with the suit-case, and 
reported their story to the 
prosecuting attorney. 

Things certainly looked bad 
for Erdman when, about halí- 
past eléven that morning, the 
State rested its case, turning the 
two sisters over to Yeiser for 
cross-examination. 

The girls had been very posi- 
tive as to the time of their seeing 
the limping stranger. They had 
come home right after church, 
and the time checked accurately 
with the stories told by the 
other witnesses. 


HEN Yeiser started. his 

cross-examination of the 
two girls, he had no particular 
line upon which to question 
them. He was just ''prospect- 
ing." That was what he told the 
newspaper reporters later on. 
So far he had not been able to 
produce a single piece of evidence 
to confute the stories told by the 
witnesses for the prosecution. It 
appeared that the jury would 
probably find a verdict of 
"Guilty" without even leaving 
their seats. 

Yeiser started questioning the 
girls as to their movements after 
the confirmation exercises were 
over—hoping to find some inconsistency in their testimony. 

"What did you do first after leaving the church?" he asked 
of the girl who was then on the stand. 

"Why, we stopped with the other members of the class and 
had our pictures taken,” answered the girl. 

“Where did you go?” asked Yeiser. 

“We didn't go anywhere," answered the witness. 'One of 
the boys had his camera, and we all stood by the steps of the 
church and had the picture made right there." 
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"Have you got one of those pictures?” asked the lawyer. 

"Yes," replied the girl. “We just had some prints made, 
and I have one here in my bag!" 

She produced the print and handed it over to Yeiser. 

"The Court will take the usuál two hours' recess!" here 
announced the Judge. ‘‘Mr. Bailiff, take charge of the jury. 
The next sitting will be at two o'clock." 

The lawyers gathered up their papers and started for their 
offices. The newspaper reporters rushed off to write their 
stories of the morning's trial, and to forecast a quick 
ending that afternoon with the conviction of Erdman. 

Attorney Yeiser took the snap-shot of the confirmation 
class along with him to his office. After lunch, he sat at 
his desk, checking up on questions he wanted to fire at 
the two girl witnesses that afternoon, and thinking about 
what his plea to the jury would be. 

His eyes fell on the picture. He took it up and looked . 
at it. 

There were six girls and three boys in the group. He 
picked out the two sisters 
whose testimony was—proba- 
bly—going to send Erdman 
to prison for life. 

Along the right side of the 
picture was a sharp, dark, 
angular shadow. 

"Wonder what made that 
shadow?" Yeiser said to him- 
self, as he rested and waited 
for time for Court 
to convene. 

"Must have been 
some part of the 
church — probably 
the steeple," he 
muttered, answer- 
ing his own ques- 
tion. 


EISER thinks 

deeply. He has 
written a book on 
immortality, in 
which he attempted 
to prove, by means 
outside the Bible, 
that the soul is im- 
mortal. The book 
had wide distribu- 
tion, although at 
first it was printed 
just for his friends. 
Another book of his 
deals with evolu- 
tion, and deals 
deeply with that 
subject, too. He is 
also the originator 
of a system of fi- 
nance now under 
consideration by 
China, France and 
by Soviet Russia. 

He looked more closely at the shadow cast by the church 
steeple in the snap-shot of the confirmation class. The more 
he looked, the more he thought; and the more he thought, the 
more intérested he became. 

Finally, he called a taxi and rode out to the astronomical 
observatory of Creighton University, where he conferred 
with Father William. Rigge, astronomer of the university. 
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(Above) Father William Rigge, 


HEN Court convened at two o’clock that afternoon, all 
were there—judge, jury, witnesses, lawyers, audience and 


astronomer and scientist, of Creighton Uni- 
versity, Omaha, whose astronomical calculations and testimony on the "shadow 
Erdman, on trial for attempted murder. 
(Below) Astronomical Observatory of Creighton University. Father Rigge’s office 
and laboratory were in this building, as well as his telescopes, and it was here ne 
made his involved calculations from observation of the planets and stars 


picture," turned defeat into success for 


"gentlemen of the press." A quick outcome was expected. 

Yeiser cross-examined the two girls very briefly, but was 
careful to have them fix the time they had seen Erdman 
near the Denison home. 

"What time did you walk down the street behind this man 
with the lame leg and the checked suit?" he asked. 

"At two-thirty in the afternoon," reiterated the witness. 

" Are you sure of this time?" he questioned. 

"Absolutely sure!" replied the witness. 
“It was two-thirty !" 

"And it was after you had had your 
pictures made at the church?" 

“Yes,” replied the witness. 

Yeiser turned to the Court. 

“Your Honor, I have just discovered new 
evidence in this case—very material evi- 
dence. I would like untilto-morrow morning 
to present it to the Court!" 

“I object!" said the prose- 
cutor. ''Let's finish this case 
right now! The evidence is 
all in.” 


"(C AVERRULED," ordered 
the Court. “Mr. Yeiser, 
you may have until to-morrow 
morning to present this evi- 
dence. But I warn you to be 
prepared to proceed with the 
trial at that hour!” 
And Court was 
adjourned for the 
afternoon, 

“You fellows bet- 
ter be here on time 
in the morning,” 
Yeiser affably 
warned us news- 
paper reporters. 
“Something might 
happen!” 

He refused to say 
more, and we went 
back to our offices 
and wrote new re- 
ports to take the 
place of the stories 
written for theafter- 
noon editions. 


EXT morning 

that court- 
room was crowded 
an hour before 
Court convened, 
Yeiser had some- 
thing new. And 
there never was any 
telling what John 
Yeiser would spring 
on a jury. 

The first witness 
was a small, sharp- 
faced, gentle old man in the black garb of a Jesuit priest. He 
was Father William Rigge, astronomer and scientist of 
Creighton University. 

Yeiser got right down to. business. He handed Father 
Rigge the snap-shot picture which had been identified the 
day before as having been made immediately after the close 
of the confirmation exercises on the afternoon the dynamite 
was found on Denison’s porch. By questions, Yeiser brought 
out Father Rigge’s important position as astronomer at the 
University. (Continued on page 120) 
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The PARROT, the TRUNK 


Inspector 
Byrnes, Chief of 
the Detective Bureau 
of the New York Police 
Department, at the time 
of the “Trunk Murder” 


was a Tuesday morning, late in January. Inspector 

Byrnes, Chief of the Detective Bureau, was congratu- 

lating his subordinates on the absence of mysterious 
crimes and crimes of violence, and the Police: Commissioner 
was telling visitors from Canada that New York was the best 
governed and most peaceable city in the world, when a mes- 
senger boy, in a perfect lather of sweat, rushed up to Inspector 
Byrnes with a telegram. Across the envelop was stamped in 
large letters: 

"IMMEDIATE AND URGENT!" 

The Inspector at once tore open the envelop, read the mes- 
sage, and told the messenger that there was “no answer." 
His face looked suddenly grave. 

The message came from Police Marshal Frey of Baltimore. 
Briefly, it stated that the headless and dismembered body of a 


A LL was quiet in New York Police Headquarters. It 


man had been discovered packed in a trunk which had been : 


shipped the previous Saturday from New York to Baltimore; 
that the murderer had cut up his victim as a butcher would a 
calf; and that indications pointed to.the crime having been 
committed in New York. 

Now, when such knowledge as this comes to the head of the 
detective force of any large city, one of the results is certain 
to be screaming head-lines in the newspapers, and editorial 
demands for immediate action on the part of the police. In 
this astounding moment, Byrnes prepared for action. With 
the promptitude and energy which always characterized him, 
he summoned a battalion of detectives, including George 
Titus and William W. McLaughlin, Magin and Von Gerich- 
ten; and Police Headquarters at once became a beehive of 
activity. 

"What time does the next train leave the city for Balti- 
more?" the Inspector asked Titus. 
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The detective consulted a time-table. "Just an hour from 
now, Inspector!" he said. E 

Byrnes then handed Titus the telegram he had received 
from Marshal Frey, and told him to go at once to Baltimore. 
He was to telephone or wire all particulars of the mystery 
that he could gather at the earliest possible moment. Half an 
hour later, Titus and John D. Lindsay, of District Attorney 
Delancey Nicoll's staff, were on their way to the railroad 
station. Each wore a contemplative air. Each had a keen 
sense of responsibility and loyalty to his chief. 

In the meantime, Byrnes had assigned other detectives to 
visit pawn-shops and second-hand clothing stores, in order to 
trace the murdered man's clothing and: jewelry which, the 
telegram stated, had been stripped from the body before it 
was thrown into the trunk. The head of the Missing Persons 
Büreau was asked to throw a dragnet over the city, and to 
ascertain if any men had just disappeared. 

The Steamboat Squad was directed to patrol the North 
aud East Rivers, and to keep a sharp lookout for all floating 
objects, particularly such as might conceal the head of a mart. 
Stool-pigeons also were requested to visit the resorts of Italian 
counterfeiters and members of the Mafia, and to report im- 
mediately any information they could pick up that might lead 
to the identification of the murdered man. In short, there was 
no place in New York where criminals were wont to congregate 
that was left uncovered" by the police. 


I was a distressing and ghastly sight that met the eyes of 

Detectives Titus and Lindsay, when the murder trunk and 
its contents were placed before them in Baltimore. The trunk 
had an oval top, and smelled to high heaven. Inside was still 
packed the mutilated body of what had once Been a man, The 
limbs had been severed with the greatest care, the head and 
neck removed from the torso in a manner that suggested the 
work of a skilled surgeon, the legs cut from the trunk, and the 
feet from the legs. Everything about the dismemberment 
showed that the person who did the cutting was no novice at 
dissection. 

Titus noticed that the hands of the murdered man were 
soft, and bore no indications of manual labor; that the finger- 
nails were well manicured; that the victim was well nourished, 
and fastidiously careful of his person. Titus also noticed that 
the neck had been severed by a razor or some other very 
sharp instrument, and that the amputation of the legs had 
been done by a saw. Then he asked Marshal Frey for 
particulars. 

The Marshal told him that the trunk had arrived in Balti- 
more by the Adams Express on Sunday, January 22nd. It 
was addressed to "John A. Wilson, Baltimore, Maryland." 
Underneath the address were the words: 

“To be kept till called for." 

There being no callers for it on Sunday or Monday, the 
trunk was taken Tuesday from the Calvert Street station to 
the company's freight station on North Street. 

When it was turned over to the baggage-master, the latter 
had exclaimed explosively: 

“Oh, my God! The smell from that trunk is horrible— 
there's some dead thing inside! Send for the police!” 

Superintendent Shuler was sent for, and had the trunk re- 
moved to the Central Police Station, where the lid was torn 
off and the horrible sight revealed. 

The Baltimore police and Detective Titus figured that the 


and the MURDER 


The little parrot screamed: 
“Wheres Gus? Where's 
Gus?” WHERE WAS 
Gus? The detectives 
wanted to know! 


victim weighed about 160 pounds, was five feet, nine inches 
tall, and of fair complexion. As the head and neck were 
missing, no one could fix the man's age: The inside of the 
trunk was covered with blood, indicating that the ghastly 
packing had been done before rigor mortis set in. 

The newspaper reporters now pressed Titus for his opinion 
about the crime. Nothing in the world affords a reporter so 
much satisfaction as gathering up the details of a bloody and 
mysterious murder, and writing them up with aggravating 
circumstantiality. He takes a living delight in this labor of 
love—for such it is to him, especially if he knows that he has 
secured a "beat" on the hated rival across the street. The 
Baltimore newspapers were hungry for news, and their repre- 
sentatives used every trick known to the profession to wheedle 
some out of Titus. 


^J PATIENTLY planned, cold-blooded killing, done by 

one of the most vengeful and abnormal characters that 
any novelist could invent!" was all the detective could be in- 
duced to say. His face was very grave as he left the Police 
Station to communicate with Inspector Byrnes. 

Meanwhile, Marshal Frey had called all his detectives into 
conference. Recalling the adage that ''two heads are wiser 
than one,” the Marshal asked each man for his opinion as to 
where the murder was committed and its background, telling 
them that any theory or train of thought that might lead to 
results was to be welcomed at the present juncture. 

Some of the detectives expressed the belief that the crime 
had been committed in Chicago, and that the trunk had been 
shipped from there to New York and reshipped from New 
York to Baltimore in order to mislead and puzzle the police. 
They based this theory upon d tag tied to one end of the 
murder trunk, containing a label of the Chicago & Rock 
Island Railroad, Dearborn Station. Marshal Frey had fallen 
in with this idea, and had sent a telegram to the Chicago police 
at the time he sent a similar one to Inspector Byrnes. 

A few of the Marshal's detectives conjectured that the mur- 
dered man was an Irishman who had been “removed” by 
agents of some secret revolutionary organization for some real 
or supposed treachery to Ireland., Others thought he*was a 
Sicilian counterfeiter, done to death by the Mafia for dis- 
loyalty to his associates, or failure to give them a proper 
“split” of the proceeds of some sale of spurious money. 

“Whatever opinion I may have is not of any value as evi- 
dence in the case," Detective Titus replied enigmatically. 

The Coroner gave Titus permission to take the:murder 
trunk, and the body of the unfortunate man whose dismem- 


Detective William W. McLaughlin, who was as- 

signed to the “Trunk Murder" case. Because of 

his efficient work he was later promoted to the 
position of Chief of Detectives 


bered remains found temporary sepulture therein, back to 
New York; and the curtain fell on the Baltimore act of the 
sad drama, leaving the crime as deep a mystery as ever. 


WHEN the murder trunk and its gory contents arrived in 

New York, Inspector Byrnes made a careful examination 
of the handwriting of the address to which it had been sent. 
The script was in a bold, businesslike hand, indicating a 
man accustomed to writing, and of more than ordinary in- 
telligence. The ink with which it was written was blue— 
an unusual shade. The trunk was of cheap material, and 
differed in nowise from the ordinary traveling affairs. 

Byrnes was closeted in his private office for a long time 
with Detective Titus. When he emerged, there was a puzzled 
look on his face. Titus had reported that one of the mur- 
dered man's fingers was deformed as a result of having been 
broken and improperly set, and that it was possible some doc- 
tor might remember having been consulted about it. 

On hearing this, Byrnes paced his office restlessly. One well 
acquainted with the astute detective might have noticed an 
unfamiliar tension in a man usually well composed. Had the 
Baltimore detectives overlooked this finger? They had over- 
looked, or withheld from the reporters, other clues, each of 
which might lead to the apprehension of the murderer or 
murderers, but the Baltimoreans purposely withheld informa- 
tion from the newspaper men, fearing that its publication 
would apprize the slayer of clues in their possession, and thus 
defeat the ends of justice. Marshal (Continued on page 76) 
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How “Silent Phil's" Racket 
TRAPPED HIM 


AUGHT WITH THE $10,000; 


Sneak Thief Who Robbed Metropolitan Bank | 
Went by Train to New York, 


Sow D BENUPNTAM Mj (ian meena 
He is Philip Lambele of Chicago and Admits the Theft 
—Every Doller Found Upon Him—His F di 
the Rogues' His Confederat : 
Sia ee 


This drawing from the Boston Globe of June 23rd, 1899, 
shows how Silent Phil worked his racket f 


SYCHOLOGY, now enjoying quite some popularity 
among readers whose literary diet is not wholly re- 
stricted to fiction, was for years generally regarded as 
“high-brow stuff.” Nevertheless, many of the prin- 
ciples of this science have always been utilized by detectives 
in ferreting out perpetrators of crimes. One of the funda- 
mental requisites of a successful detective is a knowledge of 
human nature, to be able to figure out how an individual will 
act under varying circumstances, tke influences of environ- 
ment and association, so that he can outsmart the crook. Itis 
only within recent years, however, that any serious attempt 
has been made to systematize such knowledge and apply it in 
regular police practice and procedure. 
Psychology gives explanations for humán actions, and the 
motives behind such actions. Many of our actions are 
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‘shaped and controlled by habit. 


. course this is not proof, but it is a definite clue. 


* Silent Phil" Lambele had 

his own pet racket—and 

for 29 years he followed it! 
Then came a time . . .: 


By FRANK DONOHUE 


Habitual criminals usually 
find that there is one branch of crime in which they are most 
successful—in which they become adept. Some criminals, 
especially safe men (“‘box” men, or “yeggs’’), loft burglars 
and flat thieves, acquire so definite a technique that often the 
police can at once recognize a ''job" as the work of So-and-So, 
as plainly as if he had left a signed confession behind him. Of 
It is the 
osook’s individual method or mode of operating; or, in police 
parlance, his modus operandi. 


[NTERWOVEN throughout the long criminal career of 

Philip Lambele, known to the underworld as "Silent 
Phil,” run repeated visitations of his Nemesis — modus 
operandi. 

His known criminal record dates back to 1894, when, at 
fifteen years of age, he was first arrested, in Chicago on 
a larceny charge. 

In 1896 he came to the attention of the New York City 
police through his bold attempt to rob the banking house 
of Zimmermann & Forshay, at No. 9 Wall Street. Working 
with a confederate, who engaged the cashier in conversation, 
young Phil, with the aid of a hook that he had up his sleeve, 
reached in under a wire screening and fished out a bundle 
of bills, which fell to the floor. An office boy noticed him 
picking up the bills and gave the alarm, which resulted in the 
capture of Phil. He at that time gave the name of George 
Shea. 

- In 1899 he repeated this trick in Boston. The following 
account in newspapers of that time, which gave him front- 
page notoriety, will show how closely his modus operandi 
followed that of 1896: 

——0—— 


One of the cleverest thieves in this country— Philip Lambele, 
also known as George Shea—was captured here (New York 
City) last evening in less than six hours after he had walked 
out of the Metropolitan National Bank in Boston with a 
package containing $10,000.00. 

From the manner in which the thief had operated, as well as 
from the description that was given of him, Captain Mc- 
Clusky believed at once that Lambele, whose picture 
is in the Rogues' Gallery, was the man wanted. He called 
several of his shrewdest detectives to him, told them of 
the man he suspected, and assigned them to the railroad 
stations, steamboat piers and ferry landings, to watch 


ERE “Silent Phil" Lambele is shown at the 
various periods of his career, in his long trail 
of crime: (1) Dec. 18, 1894, as Philip Lambele, at the age 
of 15; Chicago. (2) Sept. 2, 1896, as George Shea; New 
York. (3) July 26, 1898, as Philip Gansett; New York. 


(4) July 30, 1898, as Philip Gansett; New York. (5) July 

12, 1899, as Philip Lambele; Boston. (6) May 3, 1903, as 

Paul Adams; Newark (N. J.). (7) Sept. 1, 1903, as Paul 

Johnson; Milwaukee. (8, Nov. 3, 1903, as Paul Johnson, 

received at Wisconsin State Penitentiary, Waupun, Wis. 

(9) May 26, 1913, as James Dovono Evans; Toledo. 
(continued on page 51) 
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for Lambele, in case he should come directly to New York. 

Up to dark last evening it was supposed that the theft was 
the work of only one man. Investigation at that time showed 
conclusively that such was not the case. Two men, at least, 
were concerned in it. This is how the biggest robbery Bos- 
: ton banking men’ have experienced in years was com- 
mitted: 

C. S. Delfendahl, the paying teller, was at his desk, 
when the thief stepped to the window and asked for informa- 
tion regarding sending a money order to St. Louis. The 
paying teller advised ,the man to go to the post-office. 
The stranger 


to count his cash. He was shocked almost to insensibility 
when he discovered that $10,000.00 was gone. 


IN New York City Detective Raehume was assigned 
to the Grand Central Station to meet the train from 
Boston. 

For the purpose of gaining an opportunity to scrutinize . 
all the passengers on the Boston express, due at six o'clock, 
he decided to go to Harlem and board the train at 125th 
Street. He believed that he would thus get a better look 
at them than he would have if he waited until they were 


seemed undecided, 
and while he stood 
apparently medi- 
tating, the teller 
stepped away from 
the window for a 


moment to answer 


. a telephone call 
(made by Lam- 
bele's — confeder- 


ate). 
“Hello — three- 
two-nine-seven." 
"Metropolitan 
National Bank?" 
“Ves,” 
“Is this the pay- 


dahl?” 

(The paying 
teller had hurried 
to the telephone 
closet and was 
anxious to get 
away as quickly as 
possible, as this 


. I] FRE is a briefed, "so far as known" list of Lambele's arrests and charges made 


against him at various times, covering a period of about 29 years in his colorful 


— D 


. Dec. 18, '94, Chicago; larceny 


. Feb. 28, '95, Chicago; grand lar- 
ceny 


. July 2, '96, Chicago; larceny 
. Sept. 2, '96, New York; bank rob- 
bery 


. July 26, '98, New York; suspicion 
^ July 30, '98, New York; grand 
ny 


une 22, '99, New York; fugitive 
Tom justice 


. July 12, '99, Boston; bank robbery 
. May 5, '02, Chicago; disorderly 
duct 


con 


. Jan. 8, '03, Chicago; grand lar- 


ceny 


. Mar. 10, '03, Chicago; murder 
. May 3, '03, Newark, (N. J.); grand 


larceny 


13. 


14. 
15. 
16. 


career, in which his modus operandi in the thefts, hardly varied: 


Sept. 1, '03, Milwaukee; bank rob- 
bery 


Sept. 28. '12, Chicago; murder 
May 26, '13, Toledo; bank robbery 


May 24, '16, Detroit; attempted 
bank robbery 


. Dec. 20, '16, St. Louis; larceny 
. May 16, '17, Cleveland; larceny 


. Dec. 21, '19, Chicago; drug addict 
and disorderly person 

. May 4, "22, Cincinnati; grand 
larceny p 

. July 17, '22, Chicago; identified as 
thief in $11,500.00 bank robbery 
but not apprehended 


. Feb. 10, '23; Louisville; forgery; 
committed suicide on arrest 


hurrying away 
from the station. 
He also feared 
that the thief 
might get off at 
125th Street. 
Detective Rae- 
hume, on board- 
ing the train, went 
through the 
drawing - room 
cars. It was not 
until he reached 
the smoking - car 
that he caught 
sight of a man 
who looked like 
Lambele. He was 
certain that the 
young man who 
lounged so coolly 
in a seat in the 
center of the car, 
and puffed at an 
expensive cigar, 
was the person 
he sought. The 
detective decided 


was his busy 
hour.) 


T HE paying 
teller: “Hello! . 
What's wanted?" 


"Is this Mr. 
Delfendahl?” 
“Yes” 
. ''Does Mr. 


Mitchell have an account with the Metropolitan Bank?" 

"What Mr. Mitchell? I don't recall the name; wait a 
moment and I'll see." 

"No, you needn't bother about that; wait a moment; 
perhaps I have his full name in my book.” 

There was a pause, perhaps for two minutes. In the 
meanwhile the paying teller waited anxiously—and im- 
patiently. 

"Well, never mind; I can't seem to find it. I'll call you up 
later.” 

The telephone lines were disconnected. The teller went 
back to his window. He heard an exclamation from the 
stenographer. 

“Did you pay that man any money?” 

"What man?” he asked. ` 

“Why, the man going out the door.” 

The teller looked and saw a man leisurely passing through 
the outer door. 

“No; I gave nothing to him,” was his reply. 

“Well,” the stenographer said, “he hasa bundle of 
bills" . 

Instead of chasing the man, the paying teller, all un- 
suspicious because of the man's coolness, proceeded leisurely 


—0— 


OLLOWING is the list of his 13 aliases, but to the underworld he was always 

known as "Silent Phil": Doctor Philip Kolb; James Dovono Evans; Paul John- 
son; August Berger; George Shea; George Shay; George West; Philip Gansett; 
Paul Adams; Philip Bailey; Thomas P. Stewart; Paul M. Powers; Albert C. Barr. 


to watch him and 
arrest him when 
he reached the 
Grand Central 
Station. 

One of the first 
to leap off the 
train when it 
1 reached the sta- 
tion was Lam- 
bele. -He had 
no satchel. He walked leisurely toward the exit, smoking 
as he went. 

The detective was at his heels, and as he reached the 
street accosted him: 

“Hold on, old man, haven’t I seen you somewhere before?” 

Lambele turned quickly, freeing himself from the detective's 
grasp. As he did-so, he looked the detective full in the face 
and answered: 

"[ think you are mistaken, sir. I never saw you before." 

Except for a rapid movement of his eyes he appeared to be 
perfectly calm, and for a moment Raehume feared he had 
made a mistake. But he said: 

"Well, maybe I am mistaken, but I'll take the risk. I 
think you are the man Captain McClusky wants; so you had 
better come with me to Police Headquarters.” 

Lambele declared that he was a reputable citizen, and that 
he would not go to Police Headquarters. 

“Oh, you can't bluff me like that," said Raehume. ‘Your 
picture is in the Rogues' Gallery." 

At that Lambele made a break to get away. A crowd 
had collected about the two men, and as Lambele jumped, 
he bumped into a'man hard enough to knock the lat- 
ter down. The collision stopped Lambele a moment, and 
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HE pictures of 
Lambele, continued 
on this page from page 49, show the effects of a life 
of crime in the features of the man as he becomes 
more and more hardened. Note No. 13 in which he 
has “a yen on.” (10) June 24, 1913, as James Evans; 
' Ohio State Penitentiary, Columbus. (11) May 24, 
1916, as Philip Bailey; Detroit. (12) Dec. 20, 
1916, as Thomas P. Stewart; St. Louis. (13) May 
16, 1917, as Albert C. Barr; Cleveland. (14) Dec. 
21, 1919, as Paul M. Powers; Chicago. (15) May 4, 
1922, as Doctor Philip Kolb; Cincinnati. (16) Feb. i 
10, 1923, “Silent” Phil; Louisville. TA ELLS 
No. 16 shows Lambele as he lay dead, shortly VANS y E^ 
1 1 Es. 3 r4 
after he had committed suicide on arrest at Louis II S O Hi) 
ville, on a charge of forgery—Silent Phil's “last s ? A ZU Ead c EC 
arrest." Here he is silent at last, with his troubles Cue j ET d. ss UAE. 
^ over; but strangely enough, his sobriquet of "Silent | S i 
Phil" was given him by the underworld, not because 
of his taciturnity, but because he never gave up on 
an accomplice, always "taking the rap" himself 
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before he had gone twenty feet the detective was upon 
him and grabbed him from behind. Lambele struggled 
violently, displaying considerable strength. The two men 
whirled around and finally fell, rolling over and 
over. 

The detective called for help and a dozen citizens soon had 
hold of Lambele. Raehume put nippers on him. While he 
was doing so Lambele, Raehume says, whispered that he had 
$10,000.00 in, his pocket which he would give up to be let 
go. Later, Lambele admitted making the offer. 


—— 0 


AMBELE was returned to Boston and was sentenced to 
2% to 314 years in Massachusetts State Prison. He was 
released February 4th, 1902. 
In 1903, under the name of Paul Johnson, he robbed the 
Germania National Bank of Milwaukee, Wisconsin. Read 


the newspaper account of this and note the resemblances in 
modus operandi: 


GRABBED $5,000 IN A BANK 


Thief Reaches in a Teller's Window—Caught 
After a Flight 


MILWAUKEE, Wis. Sept. 1—A daylight bank robbery took 
lace to-day at the New Germania National Bank on West Water 
treet. The thief was captured in less than a quarter of an 
hour after the robbery, and as soon as the rubbish heap 
into which he had thrown his booty could be searched the money 
was recovered. He got $5,000.00 in brand - new ten - dollar 
notes, 
_ A few minutes after 1 o'clock a stranger was observed stand- 
ing near the grating at the teller's wicket. Before he could be 
waited upon there was a telephone call for the teller. This 
was answered by Assistant Cashier Martin Groettinger, who 
was at the window. While he was absent at the telephone 
booth the 
stranger was 
seen to reach 
through the bars 
and seize a pack- 
age of money. 
Alfred G. 
Schultz, cashier 
of the bank, sat 
at his desk in 
plain view of the 
window. He saw 
the man seize 
the money and 
he gave the 
alarm. Before 
"the cashier and 
the other em- 
pum of the 
ank could 
realize what had 
happened, the 
robber was out 
in the street run- 
ning like a deer. 
The thief was 
followed into the 
basement of a 
department 
storeand caught. 
He gave his 
name as Paul 
roy of New 
ork City. 
Lambele was tried on a charge of Grand Larceny, Second 
Offense, Armed with Weapon, and sentenced to fifteen years 
in the Wisconsin State Penitentiary, at Waupun. This is 
the longest “bit” he ever did. He was released August 
17th, 1912. : 
On May 26th, 1913, as James Dovono Evans, Lambele 
again tried the same trick. He stole $1,000.00 from the paying 
teller's window of the Northern National Bank, of Toledo, 


Ohio. .On this he got four years in the Ohio State Peni- 


Albert Lalonde, known in the underworld as “The Celluloid Kid,” because of a peculiar 
trick he has of opening a lock with the use of a strip of celluloid 


tentiary. He was released from prison April 11th, 1916. 

Again, on May 24th, 1916, as Philip Bailey, Lambele was 
arrested in a bank in Detroit, Michigan. He had a hook up 
his sleeve. For this he did six months in the Detroit House 
of Correction. 

Note (see his record, shown on page 50) after serving nine 
years of a fifteen-year sentence, that within 42 days of his 
release from the Wisconsin State Penitentiary, he was again in 
the totls of the law. Long years back of prison bars did not 
seem to make him fear the consequences of again resorting 
to trying to beat the law. Note also that, after serving 
three years of a four-year sentence, within forty-five days of 
his release on April 11th, 1916, he was again back at his old 
trick and had been taken up in Detroit on a Grand Larceny 
Attempted charge. 


OX July 17th, 1922, Lambele walked into the Merchants 

Loan & Trust Company, in Chicago, and went to the 
“officers’ room.” From the desk of one of the officers he 
took two travelers'-check books: one issued by the American 
Express Company, for $6,979.00; the other issued by the 
American Bankers, for $4,530.00. This time he got away 
clear, but modus operand: laid the finger of suspicion on 
“Silent Phil.” 

For seven months Lambele traveled all over the United 
States, leaving behind him a trail of cashed checks. In 
1923 one of the private detective agencies working on the 
case discovered that Lambele was a drug addict, and so 
took the matter up with the Narcotic Bureau of the New 
York Police Department. In going over the case it was 
found that most of the checks had been cashed by haber- 
dashers. It was also disclosed that Lambele invariably pur- 
chased a safety-razor when he cashed a check. 

These modus operandi facts were embodied in a circular 
letter and sent out with photographs and finger-prints to 
chiefs of police and chief constables in every city of any 
size in the United States and Canada, asking them to 
notify all 
“Gents’ Furn- 
ishings" stores 
in their lo- 
calities. As a 
result news 
came at once 
that he had 
passed through 
Buffalo, leav- 
ing checks be- 
hind, cashed in 
the modus 
operandi form. 
A few weeks 
later he was 
caught in 
Louisville, 
Kentucky. He 
was looking over 
some safety- 
razors in a 
haberdasher's 
shop in that 
city, and the 
proprietor 
called up the 
police, holding the suspect until an officer arrived. 

Lambele was brought in, and when about to be conducted 
to the Identification Bureau to have his finger-prints taken, he 
suddenly snatched a .45-caliber automatic pistol from a desk 
drawer, where he had seen a detective place it, and fired a 
shot into his head, from the effects of which he died several 
hours later. 

His wife was located in a hotel; a quantity of narcotics 
was also in his room. His wife was (Continued on page 84) 


The ST. LOUIS 


Gang 


Rule 


“All you gotta do is to keep still, 
kid, and you won’t get hurt!” 


P 


TERROR 


Here are the inside facts on the notorious Egan gang, of 

St. Louis—a sensational exposé from Renard, member 

of that terrorizing band of criminals, who, now back of 
prison bars, can tell the real truth! 


FOREWORD 


AY RENARD, alias “The Fox,” marked 

for death by former gangster associates, 
has been a purse-snatcher, shoplifter, freight 
thief, payroll-bandit, bank-robber, gunman, 
gangster, and the lieutenant of William P. 
(Dint) Colbeck, leader of the Egan gang in 
St. Louis. 

It was Renard who, breaking with the 
gang and discarding the code of silence of his one-time pals, took 
the witness stand in Federal court on three occasions and, with 
coolness and deliberation, testified to the facts that sent eight of his 
former associates to Leavenworth Penitentiary, five of them being 
Egan gangsters who received sentences totaling forty years. 

Renard is the sleek, well-groomed type of criminal, who, when 
free, drives abovt in a high-powered automobile. He owned a sub- 
urban bungalow which was beautifully appointed and his kennel of 
dogs was the envy of his fellows. 

Arrested 138 times, he has been accused of almost every crime 
on the statute-books, including murder. His career stamps him 
as one of the most desperate law-breakers of modern police history. 

He is now serving a sentence of seven years in Atlanta Peni- 
tentiary for an old crime—the theft of merchandise. 


By 
RAY RENARD 


As told to 
HARRY T. BRUNDIGE 


Recently he made the following statement: 

"I'm only twenty-five now, and when I 
have discharged my debt to society, if I'm 
not suddenly shot in the back, I'm going to 
follow the straight and narrow path, even if 
I have to take up where I left off nine years 
ago, driving a coal wagon." 


—  — 


1^ the February and March issues, Renard told of his beginnings 
in a life of crime at the age of 14, of his first arrest, of the gradual 
hardening of his nature in association with tough criminals, and 
finally, after ‘ager off various robberies and stick-ups, how he 
come to join the notorious Egan gang, which day in and day out, 
plied its trade of robbery, extortion and murder. 

One morning, Renard, Chippy Robinson and four others of the 
gang, cfter an all-night session of gambling and drinking, start out to 
stic ‘2 pay-roll clerks of the Consolidated Coal Company, of Collins- 
ville, Illincts. The clerks had the money in a black grip, which they 
had brought from the bank, and were in the act of unlocking the door 
of the Company's offices when Chippy, pointing a gun at them 
ordered, "Stick 'em up" What happened next follows: 
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E seized the black grip and money bag from the two 

terror-stricken coal company employees, and then 

backed into our waiting car. Chippy still kept our 

victims covered with his gun, but they were too 
petrified to resist, anyway. 

Then we sped away. 

We stopped to count the money, when we were a safe 
distance away. There was $14,300.00 in bills, and $164.00 in 
silver. We threw the silver away, drove back to the gang's 
headquarters at Maxwelton Inn, and split the money. 

That job was easy. 

There has always been a lot of mystery about who staged 
all the big bank and payroll robberies, but it isn't any mys- 
tery at all. Egan's Rats pulled almost every big job, and 
some of the little ones, in and near St. Louis between 1919 
and 1925. The police were always puzzled, and didn't know 
which way to turn, but if they had forgotten about the line 
that divides the city and county and dashed out to Maxwelton 
Inn as soon as they got word of a big job, they usually would 
have found the robbers in the Inn, dividing the loot. 

It's true that the police were handicapped. Even when 
they did get a fellow who was right for a job they couldn't 
make a case against him, because the people who had seen 
the robbery refused to identify the bandit who was caught. 
Most of these witnesses feared that their own heads would 
be shot off before going to court to testify. 

Lots of times people would identify some member of 
the gang and then change their minds after thinking it 
over. 

In these last few weeks I have been making up a list of the 
payroll, bank, mail and whisky rob- 
beries which we pulled, and by refer- 
ring to newspaper clippings in my 
possession, figuring out the amount 
of the loot. I can't remember all of 
the jobs and there are some I don't 
know about for certain. But the list 
of jobs with which I am 
familiar in detail shows 
that the value of the loot 
stolen by the Egan gang 
between 1919 and 1925— 
cash, bonds and whisky— 
totaled $4,685,770.00; and 
other jobs that I can't give 
exact figures on put this 
amount over $5,000.000.00. 

If the people of St. Louis 
had realized how much 
they were contributing an- 
nually to the support of 
that mob, the gang would 
have been put out of busi- 
ness long ago. Do St. 
Louis residents realize that 
there haven't been so many 
bank and payroll robberies 
since the leaders of the mob 
were locked up in Leaven- 
worth prison? 


HERE is a list of big 
robberies which the 
Egan gang staged and in 
many of which I had a 
hand, during those .years: 


Baden Bank, April 10th, 
1919; $59,300.00. 

Lowell Bank, April 9th, 
1920; $12,000.00. 

Hodiamont Bank, Octo- 
ber 21st, 1921; $7,189.19. 

Gravois Bank of St. Louis 


County, March 6th, 1922; value of loot, $3,500.00. 
quae of the Water Tower Bank, April 4th, 1922; 
une of the Bank of Maplewood, January 17th, 1922; 

,500.00. 

Messenger of the Chouteau Trust Company, March 3rd, 
1922. The loot, not included in my figure, was $36,197.00, 
all of which was in checks. 

Messenger of the Tower Grove Bank, July 5th, 1922; 
$21,200.00 in cash and $78,000.00 in checks. 

Jack Daniel Warehouse, held up and robbed of whisky 
worth $30,000.00 on December 8th, 1922. 

St. Louis Mail truck robbery, April, 1923, in which bonds 
worth $3,000,000.00 were stolen. 

Staunton, Illinois, mail robbery, May, 1923, in which 
$54,130.00 was stolen. 

Messenger of North St. Louis Savings Trust Company, 
March 9th, 1923; $360.00. 

PE oe Laundry payroll robbery, January 12th, 1923; 

,500.00. 

St. Louis Dairy Company payroll robbery, May 22nd, 
1923; $3,400.00. 

Granite City National Bank, April 25th, 1923; $63,000.00. 

Milking of the Jack Daniel Warehouse, summer of 1923, 
whisky valued at $1,800,000.00. k 

Consolidated Coal Company payroll, November 15th, 


1923; $14,464.00. 

Park Savings Trust Company, November 6th, 1923; 
$2,380.00. 

United Railways, July 2nd, 1923; $38,000.00. 

State Bank of Wellston, March 

16th, 1923; $18,000.00. 

Wellston Trust Company, Sep- 
tember 20th, 1924; $40,000.00. 

Citizens’ Bank of Maplewood, 
February 26th, 1924; $8,500.00. 


West St. Louis Trust Company, 
January 15th, 1924; $26,850.00. 


HE Tower Grove Bank mes- 

senger was an easy job. The 
messenger (Joseph E. Mossop) 
made his trips to and from the 
down-town banks on a street-car. 
A policeman always rode with 
him. The same crowd pulled the 
Tower Grove job that pulled the 
coal company job, but, if I re- 
member right, we had Bill Engler 
with us, too. We followed the 
street-car in which the 
messenger and the cop 
(Patrolman Kunz) were 
riding with the money. I 
stayed in the car while the 
mob boarded it at Arsenal 
and Virginia. Chippy and 
Steve covered the cop 
while Londe and Dough- 
erty got the dough from 
the. messenger. Chippy 
took the copper’s gun, and 
they jumped off and got 
back in the automobile. 
We got $21,200.00 in cash 
and $78,000.00 in checks. 

"Big" George Ayers,who 
was picked up for that job, 
was identified as one of the 
bandits. He didn't have 
anything to do with it. 

I remember one time, 
when the mob was trying 
to figure out a new job, 
that one of the gang sug- 
gested we get the mes- 
senger for the Chouteau 
Trust Company again, re- 
calling that a few months 
before (December 8th, 


We made them stand with their 
faces to the wall 
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1921) they had robbed him of $8,100.00. It was agreed to try 
again, and we got him a few days later. 

We parked our auto a few yards from the bank, and when 
the messenger (Edward Edwards) came out with the money, 
Chippy stepped ffom the automobile, stuck a gun on him, 
picked up the package which he dropped and got back in the 
car. It was a big package and we thought we had made a 
killing, but the $36,000.00 which we got was all in checks— 
not a dollar in cash! 

Another job was getting the messenger of the North St. 
Louis Savings Trust Company. He (William Pepper) put up 
a battle. Chippy cracked him on the head with his pistol. 
The way the man fought to save the package led us to believe 
it was a big haul, but we got only $360.00. The messenger 
got a gold medal and deserved it. 

There were a lot of jobs attempted which we did not get 
away with, of course. One I remember in detail. Bill Engler 
got a tip that a load of tobacco worth $15,000.00 would leave 
the American Tobacco Company for the Terminal Railroad 
depot at a certain time. That was on January 25th, 1924. 
Engler, myself and a couple of others went out to get it. We 
trailed the driver (Stephen Schowe) to Laclede and Spring 
Avenues, where we stuck him up and took his truck. We 
drove him all the way to Affton, Missouri, for a blind, and 
made him get out there. 

We drove the truck back into St. Louis and out to the 
barn of a receiver of stolen property on Italian Heights. We 
unloaded part of the tobacco that night and hauled it away. 
The next day we went back with another truck which we had 
stolen and put the rest of the tobacco in it. Just as we got in 
front of 3934 Shaw Avenue, the engine stopped. We learned 
later that we had left the choker out and that was what 
stalled the motor. We beat it, and later I and another fellow 
drove by in my automobile. The police had found the truck 
and were standing near it. I dropped down in the car as we 
passed, so the police wouldn't see me. They didn't notice us, 
and we kept on going. 


AS I said, there are a lot of robberies that the gang pulled— 
a lot that I helped in myself—that I don’t remember. I 
could sit down and tell robbery stories by the hour, but I’m 
not going to, because the details in nearly every instance are 
just the same. 

There are some, of course, that I did not see, but I got the 
details later. The mob used to sit around the Inn and talk 
about old jobs by the hour. Take the Baden, Lowell and 
Hodiamont bank jobs. They were pulled before I started 
trooping with the mob. But I’ve heard Chippy Robinson and 
Dint tell all the details, and give the police the horse-laugh 
for calling them “mysteries.” There are a lot of other jobs 
that I think I know about, but I'm not writing about things 
I merely suspect. 

Those I have listed I know about, and am willing to go into 
court and testify to. 

There was another occasion on which Oliver Dougherty, 
Isadore Londe and I were planning a payroll robbery on 
Washington Avenue. We all had guns, of course. We passed 
à bunch of police in an automobile at Twelfth and Washing- 
ton. They saw us, and while they were turning their car 
around, we dashed north on Tenth Street and kept going. 
As. we passed the Tenth District Police Station at Deer 
Street and Easton Avenue, we tossed out our guns, and if the 
doors of the station house had been open the pistols would 
have gone right into the station! 

A few days later, while I was giving a prospective job the 
once-over, Detective Sergeant Egenriether saw me. I was 
driving my car and attempted to make a getaway, but he 
followed in his car. I was leading by a couple of blocks when 
the railroad gates were lowered at the crossing at Newstead 
and Duncan, just a few yards ahead of me. I stopped at the 
gates and Egenriether, coming up, gave me a punch in the 
mouth. It was three days before Colbeck got me out of 
the hold-over. 


He was a power in those days, and I shall now discuss him 
—the man who was for years the most feared in Missouri. 


WILLIAM P. (“DINT”) COLBECK'S rise to the posi- 

tion of “king of the gangsters” dates back to that night 

of October 31st, 1921, when a rain of bullets from the guns of 

hired murderers ended the life of Constable WilliamT. Egan. 

Dint can look a long way ahead. He grabbed Egan's 

crown, and surrounded himself with a bunch among whom 
were several cold-blooded killers. 

He made the most of his outwardly pleasant disposition, 
and gained friends everywhere. He did favors for all who 
asked. He fronted for crooks, gave away money, played 
politics, delivered votes, slapped policemen of high and low 
rank on the back, sent them Christmas presents, and flattered 
everybody. He posed as a man whose closest friends were 
judges, police officers and big politicians, and he claimed to 
"carry the keys" to all the police stations and the St. Louis 
jail. He was always looking ahead to the time when he 
would be the “Big Boss" of St. Louis and St. Louis County. 

It was Egan's death, as I said, that put Colbeck in power 
with the gang. When Dint came home from the war, Egan 
took a fancy to him. Dint had made a reputation as a fighter, 
and had come home a sergeant. He had hung around Egan's 
saloon before going over, and Egan used to show him off, 
when he came back. 

Egam put him in business as a plumber. In 
those days Max Greenberg was Egan's right- 
hand man. 

Egan sent Greenberg down 
south to bring a load of whisky 
up the Mississippi on a boat. 
Egan gave him a lot of money to 
buy theliquor. Max came 
back and said he'd bought 
the stuff, but that the 
boat sank on the way to 
St. Louis! Egan 
accused Max of 
giving him the 
double-cross, 
and their friend- 
ship ceased. 

Soon after this, 
somebody took 
several shots at 
Greenberg while 
he was talking 
to John P. Swee- 
ney at Sixth and * 
Chestnut Streets. 
Sweeney had 
worked in the 
office of Law- 
rence McDaniel, 
who was circuit — 
attorney. Oneof ~ 
the bullets hit T 
Greenberg in the 


jaw; another 
killed poor Swee- 
ney. I wasn’t 
with the mob 
then, but I've 


heard them tell 
that it was Egan 
who tried to get 
Max. Anyway, 
it was just a 
couple of weeks 
or so later that an auto- 
mobile sped by the Egan 
(Continued on page 110) 


Will ne AMBROSE SMALL 


(Above) Colonel 
Porter, who wrote 
the story 


(Right) An exclusive 
photograph of Doctor 
Langsner. His life 
is in constant danger 
and it is next to 
impossible to per- 
suade him to pose 
for a picture 


HE Strange Story 
of the Lost Mil- 
lionaire, involv- 


ing the puzzling 
disappearance of Am- 
brose J. Small, mil- 
lionaire theatrical po- 
tentate, of Toronto, 
Canada, nine yearsago, 
written by me and 
published in the Sep- 
tember number of 
TRUE DETECTIVE 
* MYSTERIES, has an in- 
teresting sequel. 

No actual light has 
been cast on the 
famous disappearance, 
but the interest 
awakened, not only in 
Canada, particularly 
Toronto, but in remote 
sections of the world, 
through the publicity, 
has disclosed new 
phases—some of them 
nothing short of sen- 
sational—which may 
ultimately result in 
solving the case that 
has involved so many 
astonishing features. 

I have received 
scores of letters from 
all parts of the world, 
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The body ofthe “Missing Millionaire," theatrical 
magnate of Toronto, has never been found— - 
though for nine years the world-wide search has 
continued! Will Doctor Maximilian Langsner, 
famous Viennese criminologist, shown below, 
now unravel the baffling mystery that shrouds 
this amazing case? 


from those who read my previous story 
in TRUE DETECTIVE MYSTERIES. Many 
of them have given the writers an oppor- 
tunity to advance theories they have 
evolved, and a few have actually sup- 
plied information that the authorities 
are now engaged in probing. 

Probably the most spectacular feature 
growing out of the story is that supplied 
by the interest displayed in the mystery 
by Doctor Maximilian Langsner, cele- 
brated criminologist of Vienna. Doctor 
Langsner is the exponent Of a school of 
“thought transmission” in Vienna, and 
is widely known for his success in solving 
criminal mysteries in many parts of the 
world. He was in western Canada, 
“looking over the country,” he explains, 
when he first read the copy of TRUE 
DETECTIVE MYSTERIES containing The 
Strange Story of the Lost Millionaire. 
He said he was immediately intrigued 
by the circumstances related. 


HE began to make a study of the case. 
Apparently, he had other agencies 
through which he worked, for it is not 
of record that he, personally, has been in 
Toronto since learning of the case. 

But in Edmonton, Alberta, Doctor 
Langsner recently announced, and was 
quoted in the public prints as saying, 
that he **would solve the mystery, that 
Small had been murdered for his 
money, and that he would produce very 
shortly the skeleton of the victim, and 
cause the arrest of the murderer!’’ 

This sounds like a rather reckless 
boast, but the famous "thought trans- 
mission" criminologist has no mean 
reputation for keeping his word, es- 
pecially among high police officials in 
several countries. 

It happened that I was in Edmonton 
in July, writing for my press association 
the story of a quadruple murder at 
Mannville, forty miles away. A farmer's 
wife, Mrs. Eunice Booher, her son Fred, 
and two hired men,, Gabriel Goromby 
and Wasil Rosyk, had been found at the 
farm home—shot to death. A twenty- 
one-year-old son, Vernon, had found 
Sree : : them dead—according to his story 

NEG Sup CNET —when he returned from: the field. 


Mystery YET » SOLVED? 


By Colonel GARNETT CLAY PORTER 
General Manager, International Press News Association, Winnipeg 


No stranger had been seen in the locality. The surviving 
son had a good reputation. The tragedy was a baffling 
mystery to the police. Posses combed the country; the 
hunt was futile. But the son’s story did not click in all 
details. So the police held him “as a material witness," 
for they had absolutely no evidence of his connection with the 
gruesome affair. 


ONE clue was found: an exploded .303 British shell, lying 
in a dishpan in the farm kitchen, near the victims. 
A neighbor owned a rifle that would fit such a shell, but the 
gun had mys- 
teriously disap- 
peared about Abrs 
the time of the wm i 
tragedy. i 
Booher, the 
suspected son, 
had been a 
visitor at the 
neighbor’s 
home, and 
knew of the 
rifle. 
Doctor 
Langsner was 
called in on the 
case. He visited 
Vernon in his b 
cell. For half l 
an hour he was i T e TE 
alone with the - 


(Left) Rose- 
dale Ravine, 
Toronto, 


boy. The criminologist sat in absolute silence, "reading" 
the boy's mind. Following the “thought impulses’ thus 
received, he asked to be accompanied to the scene of the 
shooting. A detective on the case went with him. Almost 
at once, Doctor Langsner went to a clump of brush near the 
house, scraped away leaves, and unearthed a rifle. Jt was 
the same that had once belonged to the neighbor. 

Confronted with the rifle which the exploded shell fitted, 
young Booher, the police asserted, confessed the crime’ 
He had committed the murder, he explained—according to 
the police—because his family objected to his paying at- 
tention to a young girl of the neighborhood. 


(Right) Ambrose Small, the 
missing theatrical magnate 


(Below) Searchers digging for 
Small’s body, under the direc- 
tion of Detective Sergeant 


Austin Mitchell, vege 
rumors of his secret buri 


When Booher 
was brought to 
trial, charges of 
hypnotism and 
post - hypnotic 
suggestion, 
against Doctor 
Langsner,made 
the trial one of 
the most eensa- 
tional ever 
staged in 


Canada. The 
- outcome is now 
history. [See 
special an- 


nouncement on 
the Booher case 
at the end of this 
story. Ed.] 

I met Doctor 
Langsner — a 
quiet, unassuming gentleman of highly nervous temperament. 
He, apparently, did not seek publicity, but he did give a 
"thought reading" exhibition, very privately, to a party of 
newspaper men, one of whom was Charles Morrison, manag- 
ing editor of the Edmonton Daily Journal, a man of standing 
and experience, twenty-five years with the paper. 


THE exhibition consisted chiefly of having the newspaper 

men hide things in the absence of the crime specialist, 
which he instantly found, without hesitation, when admitted 
to the room. Mr. Morrison admitted to me that the per- 
formance of Doctor Langsner baffled him, absolutely. He 
could not explain it except, as the Vienna specialist explained 
it himself, by “thought transmission.” He told Mr. Morrison 
not once, but repeatedly, precisely what he was thinking of. He 
asserted that he could do this nearly every time. He could 
not explain his feats further than to assert that they were due 
to a sixth sense which he had discovered as a child, and had 
developed 100 per cent. 

So this is the character who now has been brought into 
the “Mystery of the Missing Millionaire." 

Among my numerous letters on the case is one of three 
pages, from F. T. Tomlinson, of 179 Gilbert Avenue, Toronto, 
Canada. He wrote that he had read the TRUE DETECTIVE 
MYSTERIES story on Ambrose Small. His letter follows: 


(Continued on page 10) 
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“I am convinced that I met 


“Get the 


* Put 'em up!" I ordered 


an Higher Up!” 


By GEORGE J. HYAMS, Private Investigator 
As told to EDWIN A. GOEWEY 


Y taxi turned into Vernon Avenue. On either side 

M were ornate mansions, surrounded by carefully land- 

scaped gardens dotted with luxurious foliage which 

partly hid them from the passers-by in the highway; 

the homes of the metropolis’ wealthy and socially prominent 

residents. Two or three minutes more and I would reach my 

destination, the monster granite pile in which lived Wheeler 
Randolph, the city's dominant financier. 

A few years previous—in my capacity of private investi- 
gator—I had rendered him a considerable service by recover- 
ing a great deal of money from an absconding relative. A 
mutual acquaintance had sent him to me in New York. 
Fortunately, I had been able to accomplish my task without 
publicity—something he desired because of the embarrass- 
ment it would have caused his family. Now he had sent for 
me to come to the city he lived in, to perform an even more 
delicate task. 

Feeling to make certain that the tousled wig I wore was in 
place, I drew the brim of my hat further over my eyes, but- 
toned the turned-up collar of my raincoat about my throat, 
and grasped my cane. 

The cab swung to the curb and halted with a squeaking of 
brakes. Glancing out into the drizzle, which added to the 
night's blackness, I noted only one other vehicle in the street, 
a limousine displaying only parking lights, almost opposite 
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the banker's house. The car might be there on a legitimate 
errand. But, considering my mission, I could afford to take 
no chances. 

My driver reached back and swung the door wide. I 
stumbled out, leaning heavily upon my cane. As I drew 
a handful of coins from my pocket, I permitted a half dol- 
lar to fall to the pavement, certain the ring of silver would 
carry far. Uttering an ejaculation of impatience, I stooped 
as if to recover it, but purposely placed a foot over it. The 
chauffeur slipped from his seat to assist in the search. Both 
of us were bent double. But, while he hunted, my eyes were 
on the automobile across the way. As I had anticipated, the 
car was not vacant. Two blurred faces appeared at the win- 
dows—watching us. 

"Lookouts," I said to myself. 


RECOVERED the coin, paid double fare, next moved to- 

ward the front door, counterfeiting the shamble of age. The 
servant who answered my ring, noting my shabby appearance, 
grudgingly took the letter I directed him to deliver to his em- 
ployer, then closed the door carefully, leaving me standing 
in the shadows of the vestibule. But he was back, quickly. 
Entering, I brushed aside his efforts to relieve me of my coat 
and hat, and followed him to a great library where Randolph 
stood, my missive still in his hand. 


The city’s criminal dope ring had wrecked the life 
“Get the unknown man be- 
hind this, dead or alive!” the heart-broken father 
instructed Detective Hyams. It was a lone man’s 


of a rich man’s son. 


fight against modern muni- 
cipal corruption and under- 
world terror. Did the 

detective make good? 


As the door 
clicked behind me, 
and while I looked 
about to make cer- 
tain the drapes 
covered all win- 
dows so we could 
not be observed by 
anyone outside, his smile of 
welcome gave way to a look 
of amazement. 


“Why—this note said 
Mr. Hyams was——" 
"I'll explain," I cut in. 


"But first, are you absolutely 
certain none can eavesdrop?” 

"| can vouch for my ser- 
vants' fidelity, and I'll make 
certain we are not disturbed." 
He crossed the room and 
locked the door, then turned. 
"Why did Hyams send you, 
instead ——?"' 


"[M glad you don't recog- 

nize me,” I replied, plac- 
ing my coat and hat upon a 
chair, then pulling off the wig 
and tossing it with them. “I 
very seldom resort to false 
hair; never in daylight. But 
in the dark and storm, I be- 
lieve it served; helped me to 
appear as old as I wanted 
to." 

"Now I know you, Mr. 
Hyams!” He gripped my 
hand. “But your old cloth- 
ing, your unkempt hair, the 
stubble on your face—I don't 
quite——"’ He motioned me to a chair, and dropped into 
another. 

"One of the reasons I'm more or less disguised, Mr. Ran- 
dolph, is because you insisted in your letter that I consult you 
here and not at your offices at your bank. It would have 
been better at the latter, where I probably would not have 
attracted the attention of possible spies among the many 
who see you daily.” 

"But here, with my family away and only trusted servants 
about, the privacy is perfect!" 

"You're wrong. Switch off the lights, peep from one of the 
front windows, and you'll note an automobile across the 
roadway.” 

He did as I directed, relighted the electrics, and resumed 
his chair. 

“There is a car there. But there usually is one or more in 
the street at all times. What has this one got to do with your 
disguise?" í 

“T believe this house is being watched constantly, that all 
your callers may be trailed and their identity established. 


* Look out 
behind 
»omul!^ 
came a 
shriek frorn 
Mae 


A test I made partly convinced me there are spies in that car. 
I expect to prove my suspicion when I leave." 

“T can scarcely credit what you say.” 

“T'll be more explicit, but you mustn't be offended because 
of my blunt speech. Grasp these cold facts. This is one of 
the worst governed cities in America. For years the local 
crime situation has been so bad that it has been held up to 
ridicule in all decent communities. 


"FT'HE administration officials, with few exceptions, are 

in cahoots with the criminal element. The latter help 
steal the elections for the governing political machine, and in 
return are protected in their vice, which includes robbery, 
blackmail, bootlegging, dope selling—everything up to whole- 
sale murder! 

“There are judges here who will admit crooks to bail no 
matter how serious their offenses. Conklin, your Chief of 
Police, whom I know personally, and a majority of his men 
are honest. But they can make little headway against the 
criminals, because of lack of support from the administration 
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rulers and the big odds against them. Am I not correct?" 

“What you state is the truth. Some of the newspapers 
have said as much.” 

“But what the newspapers didn’t state was that you big 
business men are most responsible for the rotten condition. 
You permitted these crooks—in and out of office—to gain 
control here because you seldom suffered personally; except, 
perhaps, where forced strikes suspended building operations, 
and tribute was forced before work was permitted to be re- 
sumed, 

“Recently, however, one angle of the terrible local conditions 
did hit you, Mr. Randolph. Then you became angry, and 
were seized with a sudden spasm of civic virtue. You attacked 
conditions in the newspapers—though keeping the real rea- 
son for your change of front undercover—and tried to organize 
the other men of wealth here to back a fight to compel a 
clean-up. You failed—for the others were too selfish to help 
and, for business reasons, they preferred to soft-pedal rather 
than give the city's scandals further publicity." 

"True. But I dropped out of the limelight, waited a while, 
then sent'for you to do something—quietly.” 

"You thought you did something clever. But you failed 
to give the crooks credit for the sagacity and resourcefulness 
I've found most of them possess. They were bound to make 
certain you'd abandoned your reform notions. I believe you 
have been under surveillance ever since you first declared 
yourself !” 

"T suspected something of the kind at my offices. But out 
here——” 

“Now, let us discuss your letter and its purpose. You seek 
revenge because your son, Herbert, has suffered through the 
local criminals, And yet, without any real effort being made 
by you or his mother to curb him, he has been running wild 
for years. Just another only son with unlimited funds to 
indulge in——"' 

“You are—ah—going pretty far——" 

“No, I’m not! We must deal with all the cards above the 
table or we'll get nowhere. 

"Herbert, at twenty, after being expelled from two colleges, 
is a physical wreck from drugs, obtained in resorts he fre- 
quented with other wealthy men's sons. You've sent him 
abroad with his mother and a physician to regain his health. 
And, because the crime shoe finally has pinched you, you send 
for me to break up the local dope ring.” 


“Not only break up the ring, but get the man behind it 
and the other crime movements! For I’m convinced 
they’re all intertwined. I know nothing positive, but accord- 
ing to rumor the situation is dominated and directed by some 
master criminal whose identity is known to but few and who, 
ultimately, receives a major share of the illicit profits. 

“T don’t trust the local officials, but I do trust you. 
tested your ability. 

"You're to get ‘the man higher up'——then name your 
figure. Understand me clearly. Get this man, dead or alive, 
any way which will terminate his activities, and I'll be more 
than generous. I'll do anything you desire of me. ButI'm 
impatient for action. I only wish you'd come as soon as you 
received my letter." 

“I did come at once.’ 

"Why, it was a ai ago that I received your cipher tele- 
gram stating you would see me, but might be delayed.” 

"Correct. What I knew of affairs here, coupled with the 
facts that you mailed your letter to me from another city, 
that you had me reply in cipher, and that you were afraid 
to have me come to your offices lest there be a spy among your 
employees who might spot me, satisfied me I'd better do a 
little advance i investigating. 

“I had to gain some first-hand knowledge of the local situa- 
tion before beginning my work. For—and you know this as 
well as I—I must act practically alone. The instant I am 
spotted, and my mission suspected, the criminals and the 
officials will be arrayed against me. Were my real purpose to 
become known, I would be murdered without warning. I'm 


I've 
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. not afraid to tackle this job, but I'm going to do everything 


possible to protect my skin.” 

“You think it's as bad as that?” 

“T know it. I got off the train armed with two guns. I 
shall go armed every second I'm here. And if I'm cornered, 
I'll shoot to kill, for I've already discovered sufficient to 
realize this will be a fight without quarter. In my investiga- 
tions to date, however, I've used disguises. I couldn't afford 
to be suspected before I even got started, because that would 
have resulted in a battle which would have put the criminals 
on their guard and ruined my usefulness.” 

"What are you going to do?" There was a hopeless note in 
his tone. 

“I'm going to try to do what you desire—land this man 
higher up, and the others identified with the dope traffic. 
I hate dope traffickers as I do no other criminals. But I can't 
clean up your city completely. The decent element here 
must unite to bring that about, after I’ve finished my job. 
However, I won't make another move unless I'm to have a 
free hand, absolutely.” 

"I agree. What else?" 

"Place twenty-five thousand dollars in the Harbor Bank 
to the account of ‘James Williams.’ I may have need for a 
lot of money. If I want to consult you, Ill find a way to see 
you alone. But the probabilities are, you won't see me again 
until I've made good—or failed. However, you'll hear from 
me frequently.” 


"I HOPE to God you make good—for my sake, and for 
the sake of other parents who do not realize the dan- 
gers——”’ A spasm of pain twitched his features. . 

“One thing more, and I'll be going. If you should not 
hear from me for three consecutive days, you'll know the 
crooks have ‘got’ me. Then go to Chief of Police Conklin, 
and tell him to get busy. I’ve already seen him, and he knows 
I’m working on a case here, though I’ve not confided its 
nature or your connection with it." .-* 

“You have made me anxious for your safety. How will you 
avoid those watching from the automobile?” 

“I shall leave by the rear door. When I fail to reappear in 
front, it will excite some suspicion, of course. Better that, 
however, than being trailed. I must avoid that. You show 
me the way—then come back, and hide this coat and wig." 

My purpose in having him accompany me was that I 
anticipated he would see enough to frighten him so that he 
would not confide in anyone, even his most intimate friend. 
The slightest gossip might put my life in jeopardy. As we 
left the house, we walked openly down a driveway toward 
the shrubbery which fenced the rear. At a turn, I drew him 
into the shadow of a clump of bushes. 

"Look back toward the house and watch closely," I 
whispered. 

The wait was only for seconds. Then a tiny flame flashed, 
and went out. A second followed suit. They might have 
been fireflies; but I knew otherwise. Almost immediately 
a trembling whistle, like the cry of a nightbird, sounded 
from the street in the rear of the grounds, perhaps 300 feet 
distant. There was a moment of dead silence, then a 
similar cry, fainter and further away. 

"What does it mean?" he gasped, his lips close to my ear. 

“That my guess is working out. There are watchers work- 
ing with those in the machine. The lookout behind the house 
flashed a signal to those in the rear roadway; lighted and 
extinguished two tapers, I think. The whistles were made 
by men, not birds. You return inside, but keep in the shrub- 
bery all the way. I'll manage to dodge them.” 

I moved away, crouching, walking on tiptoe and hugging 
the shadows. In holsters beneath my arms were an automatic 
and a long-barrel revolver. I drew the latter. Unless com- 
pelled to, I wouldn’t shoot. But I was playing a lone hand 
against criminals who were demonstrating that they would 
leave no stone unturned to uncover any agency which might 
be operating against them; and I couldn't risk being spotted 
—yet. Afake hold-up would be (Continued on page 85) 


EBONAIR Jack Kelly, 

alias “Denver Dude,” 
cracksman and hold-up expert, 
londs in Beecham Prison. His 
is the smile that won't come 
off—not even with the dismal 
prospect of a twenty-year 
Stretch in convict stripes ahead 
of himl 

Warden Hart admires his 
gameness, but, suspecting his 
scheming cleverness, watches 
him closely. Yet in spite o 
Hart's wariness, Kelly's wife 
smuggles a gun into the prison, 
tricks the Warden—and Kelly 
escapes with the woman, all done smoothly and without a hitch. 

The Warden himself undertakes to bring them back, and finally, 
through letters to a twin sister of Mrs. Kelly, in Chicago, he trails the 
pair to Louisville, Kentucky. 

Watching the house where they have gone in, he sees Kelly come out 
with two companions. Suddenly Kelly comes walking rapidly down 
the street, straight toward him. The Warden reaches for his gun. 
It is gone. Kelly is coming nearer, and—— 


I HEAVED a sigh of relief when Kelly, instead of stopping, 


him talk, with 


brushed past me and dashed into the drug store on the’ 


corner. He had not recognized me! 

Before he came out, an automobile pulled up in front of 
the place, and Kelly's companions got into it. Kelly joined 
them shortly, and they all drove off. 

About twenty minutes later the policeman whom I had 
sent to the telephone came back to tell me that three de- 
tectives were on their way out to meet me. They came while 
I was talking to the officer. I introduced myself, exhibited 
my credentials, and then hurriedly told them what had 
occurred; after which I gave them the history of Kelly's 
escape from Beecham Prison. 

“They'll be back," Detective Caruthers said. ‘To- 
morrow morning we'll hear about some bank being robbed!” 
(Incidentally, the first edition of a Louisville newspaper the 
next morning carried an account of a desperate attempt to rob 


Which is strongest—a game 
man's determination not to 
“talk’—or authority to make 


hysical torture 
Which would 


to back it up? 
you say? 


UDE" 


By Warden 
“JIM HART" 


As told to 
JOHN W. GREY 


“Well, I'll be——!” Kelly 
snarled. “The Warden of 
the Beecham stir!" 


“a bank at Owensville.) 
We ''covered" the house 
until five-thirty in the 
morning, at which time 
Kelly returned — alone. 
We waited until- seven- 
thirty, figuring that by 
that time he would be 
sleeping. I borrowed a gun 
from one of the detectives. 
Then we entered the house. 
Kelly himself opened the 
door, in his pajamas, and 
beyond I had a glimpse of his wife in bed. I advanced into 
the room, holding my gun ready. 

“Well, I'll be——'!" Kelly snarled. ‘The Warden of the 
Beecham stir! What the hell are you doing down in this 
country, Warden?" 

His wife turned white when she saw me, and Kelly backéd 
to the bed as if to protect her. 

“Good heavens!" she gasped faintly. 

“I’ve been looking for you two birds for four weeks!" I said. 
"Since the day, four weeks ago, when you put one over on me. 
I quit my job to get you!” 

"| guess you've got me now, all right!" snapped Kelly, 
venomously. 

He agreed, however, quietly enough, to return with me. 
But his wife said she would “‘see me in hell before she would 
go back to Beecham.” 

She fought extradition, I won, and back she had to go. 
And when she got back, she was convicted for smuggling a 
gun into the prison and aiding a prisoner to escape, but 
received a suspended sentence. 


FROM here on my one ambition was to keep Kelly until 
he completed his term. I was well aware of the fact that 
he would attempt to escape again at the first opportunity, 
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and that his wife would probably aid him if she could. 

Immediately after my return to the prison, I called all my 
keepers together and told them that I wanted them to keep 
tabs on Kelly night and day. I was determined that no 
slip-up on my part should again contribute to his aid. 

Twenty-four hours after his return to the prison, Kelly 
turned up among the missing! Instantly all the other 
prisoners were locked in their cells, and the search began. 
He had been missed when the count was taken. The shoe- 
shop guard recalled having seen him in the line just a moment 
before the prisoners left the shop for the cell house. 

"He was in the line," George Barr, the head shoe-shop 
guard declared, ‘‘but I don’t remember having seen him after 
that.” 


NONE of the guards could account for Kelly's disappear- 
ance. The jail yard was lined with guards. The distance 
from the shoe shop to the cell house was about 150 yards. 

How had he managed to get out of the line, and where did 
he go? 

Nobody could answer these questions, so the only thing to 
do was to institute a search of the entire prison. 

We started at the shoe shop, and “combed” it from one 
end to the other. No Kelly anywhere. From the shoe shop 
we went to the storehouse where the leather was kept, but 
no evidence of the missing cracksman did we find. Up and 


“There was her head, protruding from the trap. From 


tell every prisoner in the place that I am convinced that 
Kelly has gone over the walls! 

“Some prisoner who knows where Kelly is hiding will tell 
him that we think he's gone. Some prisoner will tell him 
that the guards have been taken off the walls, and then, if 
my hunch is any good at all, Mr. Kelly will try to get over 
the walls just as soon as these stories have been relayed to 
him." 

After this story had been in circulation for a few hours, I 
did take the guards off the walls. I took them off the walls 
and put them outside the walls. I increased the force so that 
Mr. Kelly couldn't get away. I had had three guards, but 
I put twelve guards outside the walls. I stationed them 
100 yards apart, so that one could see theother. Buta man, 
an escaping prisoner, coming over the wall, would not be 
able to see the guards on the ground below him, for the 
reason that the stone walk on the top walls projected out 
eleven inches, and the walls dovetailed in toward the founda- 
tion. He wouldn't be able to see the guards until he slid 
over the stone walk on the wall and started to climb down. 

I had only one night guard inside the walls. Iletthat man 
make his rounds as usual, and I cautioned him to act as he 
had always acted. 

“If anything," I said to him, "be a little careless, for I want 
this bird to think that he has beaten us!" 

This night guard had always carried a gun, but on this 


AIHH 


under the big, black cap which covered her head came 


horrible sounds. 


“She was slowly strangling to death, gasping for 


breath... .” 


down the prison we went. Midnight came, and still we had 
not found him. I was frantic. After all I had gone through 
to capture this fellow, he had beaten me again! 

The walls were heavily guarded, and I was certain that he 
had not got out. We searched every nook and corner of the 
big prison, but even though I had been at the prison for 
twenty years, and thought I knew every inch of it, we did 
not locate Kelly. 

' In view of the fact that I was sure Kelly was hiding in some 
part of the prison, I resorted to a scheme which I thought 
would bring him out. If Kelly was still within the prison 
walls, he may have contrived to lay in a stock of food and 
water to keep him alive until he got over the walls. I 
figured he had calculated how long he would have to remain 
in hiding before he could make the attempt to get outside. 
If he didn't get over the walls before his “grub” gave out, 
he would be compelled to obtain food and water from some 
prisoner. If I kept every man locked up, I could block this 
scheme and starve him out. It all depended upon keeping 
him from getting over the walls. 

Seven days went by. Here is where I decided to resort to'a 
little detective strategy. I called all my keepers together 
and told them my plan. 

“Kelly’s still inside the walls," I said. “TIl stake my life 
that he's hiding somewhere, and that somebody's feeding 
him. Some prisoner who we think is all right, is feeding him 
right now. We've got to match wits with this safe cracker. 
To-morrow morning we will circulate the story that Kelly 
must have escaped. We'll send all the prisoners back to 
work. We'll let it be known that we have taken all the 
guards off the walls, and I want every one of you men to 


night I took the gun away from him. I knew what sort of 
man Kelly was. I had an idea what he would do if he ever got 
his hands on a gun! I made a good move when I took that 
gun away from the yard niglit guard, as you will presently 
see. + 

I was so thoroughly convinced that Kelly would come over 
the wall, that I joined my men just as soon as darkness spread. 
I wanted to greet my determined adversary as I had greeted 
him in Louisville. The hours drifted by slowly—nine, ten, 
eleven. Finally midnight came, and still no sign of Kelly. I. 
was haunted by the thought that he might have beaten me. 


AT two o'clock it began to rain. It poured until three 

o'clock. I was deliberating whether to call it off or to 
keep up the watch until daybreak. Suddenly I heard a sharp, 
metallic ring over my head. I heard something strike the top 
of the wall. I knew what it was instantly. It was a hook 
thrown from the inside of the prison to catch on the top of 
the wall. ` 

“Kelly!” I thought excitedly. 

Something hit the ground beside me. It was a rope. Then 
I saw Mr. Kelly coming down the rope like a monkey. He 
threw up his hands when I put my gun on him, 

“Licked again!" he laughed. ‘Seems like I can’t beat you, 
Warden, doesn’t it?” 

When I got back inside the prison, I learned that he had 
knocked the night guard unconscious with a blow over the 
head. He probably thought he would get a gun from the 
guard. If he had got one, it.is easy to imagine what he would 
have done with it, even if I hadn’t got the drop on him when 
he came over the wall, 


“Denver Dude” 


I was determined to make him reveal where he had been 
hiding, and who had helped him. I was certain he had had an 
accomplice. I really thought I could make him squeal, so I 
went to work on him. I hung him up by the thumbs for 
eleven hours, after which I let him rest for an hour and 
repeated the dose. 

This is a severe punishment, and very few men had failed 
to weaken under the “hanging by the thumbs” ordeal. But 
Kelly never weakened. I pleaded with him to tell me where 
he had been hiding and who had helped him. 

“I don't want to punish you," I said. “Tell me what I 
want to know, and I'll let you off." 

“Warden,” he said, smiling at me, “you can hang me until 
I die, but I'll never squeal on a friend. If you can't find out 
where I was hiding without my telling you where, you'll never 
know! I'll never tell you who tipped me that you were taking 
the guards off the walls." 

I still entertained the hunch that I could break. him, so I 
decided to give him the "leather." I hung him up by the 
wrists, and pulled him in the air till his toes just touched the 
ground. I had never seen a prisoner I couldn't make squeal 
under the 'leather." They invariably pleaded for mercy 
when they had been hit ten or twelve blows with the heavy 
strap. After Kelly had been struck twelve times, I ordered 
the whipping to stop. The blood was streaming down his 
legs. 

“Why not tell me, Kelly," I pleaded with him, “and save 
yourself all this torture?" 

“I’m not a rat, Warden,” he replied, “I can't squeal!” 

I had to admire his courage in refusing to squeal on a pal, 
and ordinarily I would have ceased punishing him. But this 
was a serious matter: There was a place in the prison where a 
prisoner could hide and avoid discovery. I had to learn where 
that place was, or be everlastingly confronted with the idea 
of men escaping. I couldn't let my admiration for the bank 
burglar sway me. I had to make him squeal. I ordered the 
whipping boss to resume. 

Not once did Kelly utter protest. I have never witnessed 
such an exhibition of bull-headed courage and indifference to 
pain. It was remarkable. Once again I halted the proceedings 
and pleaded with him to come across with the information 
that I desired, and once again he snapped, through lips 
drawn with pain: 

“I'm not a rat, Warden! I—can't—squeal!" 


COULDN'T stand there and look at him any 

longer. He was covered with blood from his 
hips down to his ankles. I discontinued the 
whipping, and ordered Kelly to the dungeon. But 
before I left I said to him: 

"Kelly, I'm going to make you tell me where 
you were hiding and who helped you, if it takes 
weeks of torture like this!" 

"Don't waste your time trying to make a rat out of me,” 
he said in a voice weak with exhaustion. ''I'll never turn 
rat, so help me God!” 

"All right," I said. “I'll see you in the morning. I'll repeat 
the dose in the morning.” 

I dreaded the ordeal of punishing him. He was a game 


fellow, and no red-blooded man likes to torture a game fellow. ` 


I sent the prison doctor to the dungeon late that night to 
examine Kelly. I was secretly hoping that his condition 
would be such that the doctor would advise against any more 
punishment. The doctor reported that he was all right— 
physically. 

“His hips are sore and bloody, and festered from the 
strap," the doctor reported, "but his general physical con- 
dition is very good." 

“I wish he would confess," I said wearily. 
subject him to any more torture. 
courage in all my prison experience!” 

"Still," the doctor went on, 4‘if;you don't find out where he 
was hiding, you will have many escapes. It seems to me that 


“I hate to 
I've never seen such 
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you are justified in resorting to any procedure to make him 
divulge his hiding-place. If he knows it, other prisoners must 
know it, and if he ever gets away, you may be sure that others 
will follow him.” : 

I had to strangle my feelings. Before I went to the dungeon 
that morning, I decided to send for Kelly’s wife and have a 
talk with her. It had occurred to me that she might make 
him change his mind. I was willing to compromise with him. 

I informed Mrs. Kelly that if her husband would tell me 
where he had been hiding that week, I would not insist on 
knowing who had helped him. I took her to the dungeon and 
let her talk with him. She pleaded with him to tell me where 
he had been hiding. He laughed at her as he had laughed 
at me. 


"THERE was no further whipping that day. I visited him 

seven or eight times, trying to make him tell me where he 
had been hiding. 

“Forget about the accomplice!” I said. “Tell me where 
that hiding-place is, and I'll let you off.” 

“Nothing to tell you, 
Warden,” he answered. 
“I’ve nothing to tell you." 


This angered me to the limit. 
“All right!" I said. ‘To-morrow 
morning I'll go to work on you again. 
I'll make you scream the truth from 
the prison roof!" 

“The sky's the limit so far as I'm concerned," he replied 
grimly. "Let me know when I tell you, Warden, will you?” 

I was more determined than ever to break him. It seemed 
to me that I had done all a man could do. He had refused to 
respond to my requests, so it was up to him if he preferred 
torture. He had chosen. 

At seven-thirty the next morning, I summoned the whip- 
ping boss and the doctor both to my office. We went to the 
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dungeon. I unlocked the door with the big dungeon key. 

"Come on, Kelly!" I shouted. “Hurry up!" 

I stepped back from the door and took a seat on the bench 
along the wall. He didn’t come out, so I shouted at him 
again. No response. Perhaps he was going to put up a fight. 
Perhaps he was ill, and unable to come out. I got off the 
bench and went over to the dungeon. He was not there! The 
dungeon was empty! 

"By God!" I exclaimed. “He's gone again!" 

“Gone?” the doctor gasped. 

“Gone?” the whipping boss grunted. ‘‘How in hell did he 
get out of the dungéon?” 

I was speechless. If the angel Gabriel had suddenly 
appeared in the cell 
house, I could not have 
been any more aston- 
ished when I entered the 
dungeon and discovered 
that "Denver Dude" 
was gone again. 

"How, in the name of 
heaven, did he get out?” 
Here was another enig- 
ma to torment me. 

I was the only man in 
the prison who carried a 
key to the dungeon; and 
this key opened the dun- 
geon only from the out- 
side. When I had gone 
off duty the night be- 
fore, it had hung in the 
key rack in my office. 
Had he managed to get 
a duplicate of the key? 
It seemed incredible. 
On the other hand, the 
door was solid iron, and 
it had not been tam- 
pered. with. 

"Somebody must 
have opened the door 
from the outside," I con- 
cluded. No other 
hypothesis seemed possi- 
ble. He was no Houdini. 
He couldn't put his hand 
through an iron door! 
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R. H. Duff, 
U. S. Naval Air Station, 


Well, after I dis- Coco Solo, 
covered that he was Canal Zone, Panama 
gone, I ordered the 


whistle sounded sending 
all prisoners to their cells; and immediately afterward I institu- 
ted another fruitless search, which continued for nineteen days. 
We combed the prison from top to bottom. The thought 
that he had beaten me at last, exasperated me beyond 
expression. I kept the guards on the wall for nineteen days 
and nineteen nights. Every prisoner was locked up for that 
time. I was convinced he was somewhere within the walls. 


‘ON the morning of the twentieth day, one of the guards 
found him lying under a coal pile in the old boiler room in 
an emaciated condition. He was nothing more than a mass of 
skin and bones, and shiny-black as the coals themselves. 
He had lost approximately twenty-seven pounds. The doctor 
said it was quite evident that he hadn't had anything to eat 
during the nineteen days that he had been in hiding, and that 
he would have died of starvation if he had held out much 
longer. He had kept himself alive on water from a tap in the 
boiler room. 
We sent him to the hospital, where, with careful feeding, 
he gradually recovered. 
I never learned how he got out of the dungeon. That was 
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another mystery that was never solved, though I still believe 
an accomplice obtained a duplicate key and opened the door 
from the outside. I made all sorts of overtures to him, trying 
to persuade him to tell me how he had got out of the dungeon, 
but I elicited no response other than the reiterated “I'm not 
a rail" Experience had taught me that I couldn't make him 
tell me, so I gave up the idea. 

“I can't break him," I concluded, ‘‘so I'll do the next best 
thing—I’ll ball-and-chain him!" 

Accordingly, after Kelly's discharge from the hospital, I 
had the blacksmith weld a fifty-pound ball and chain to his 
two legs. Then, for a time, I thought all my troubles with 
"Denver Dude" were over. He couldn't climb walls now! 


FOR two years.all was 
well. He never made 
another attempt to es- 
cape during those two 
years. I was reasonably 
certain that I ‘had ''sold" 
him on the idea that 
escape was impossible. 

He seemed to be a 
changed man. For a 
time I thought he was 
repentant; therefore, I 
did everything within 
my power to make life 
easy for him. I per- 
mitted him to talk with 
his wife once a week for 
an hour or two. I really 
admired the fellow. I 
wanted to take the ball 
and chain off his legs. 

. One afternoon I met 
him in the yard, and 
began to talk with 
him about removing the 
ball and chain. 

'*Guess you would 
like to have that load 
off your legs, Kelly, 
wouldn't you?" 

“I guess I would, 
Warden," he replied, 
grinning at me. 

There was a smile 
on his face always. He 
was never abusive. Not 
once, during the years 
that he was in my 

charge, did he abuse me. Very frequently he would say: 

"No hard feelings, Warden—you're here to keep me from 
escaping, and I'm here to escape!" 

When I talked to him that afternoon about taking off the 
ball and chain, I asked him whether he would attempt to 
escape if I took it off. 

“Tf you'll give me your word as a man that you won't try 
to escape, I'll take it off!" 

I had impiicit confidence in him. It may sound strange to 
hear me say that, but I did. I would have staked my life on 
his word. I knew if he told me that he wouldn't try to escape, 
he wouldn't. 

"You want me to give you my word asa man that I won't 
try to escape if you take this piece of jewelry off my legs, eh?” 

“Yes, that's what I want, Kelly. Give me your word, and 
off it comes, right now!" 

“No,” he replied, slowly and meditatively, “I can't do that, 
Warden. I can't do that," he repeated, and shook his head. 
“If I gave you my word that I wouldn't try to leave this joint, 
I wouldn't try to leave it. I'd stand by my word." 

He was game and square! I really (Continued on page 73) 
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The Strange Death 
of Beautiful Elizabeth 
Griffith 


(Continued from page 24) 


have taken you twenty or thirty minutes 
to walk down there?” 

“Yes, it might have been twenty min- 
utes.” 

“Then, with the telegram and the sand- 
wiches and the walk, it might have been 
an hour before you reached Doctor 
Schott's office?" 

"No, it wasn't that long!" 

"How do you know?" 

"Because I was home before three 
o'clock." 

"Did you look at your watch when vou 
got home?" 

"Yes, I looked at my watch and said, 
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‘I'm not so late after all—it isn't three | 


o'clock yet r " 

"Do you know exactly what time it was 
when you looked at your watch?" 

"No, but I remember it was not three.” 

"Then the nearest you can swear to the 
time is that it was after one-fifty and be- 
fore three o'clock?" 

"Yes. I am certain that I got home a 
few minutes before three." 

Evidence of the jealousy evinced by the 
physician after Elizabeth had left his em- 
ploy, following the quarrel which resulted 
in the broken engagement, was brought 
out by the State with the tes'imony oí 
Charles Erhart, a private detective, who 
said he had been employed by Doctor 
Schott to follow Elizabeth. But he trailed 
her only for a day or two, he said. 


AAT a few remaining technicalities, 
the State reached a dramatic climax 
with the testimony of Detective Frank 
Elvin. 

"I was assigned to the case," Detective 
Elvin testified, "by Captain DeForester. 
I arrived at the scene about five-thirty on 
the afternoon of the tragedy, and found 
Laurene Gardner and another detective in 
*he office. I ordered the little Gardner girl 
home, because she was so young. 

"Soon after I got there, I examined 
the drawer of the cabinet, and located the 
place where the bullet struck, about six 
inches from the top of the bottom drawer. 

"Just at this time my partner picked 
up the bloody clothes, and said: 

“Elvin, this looks bad! A beautiful 
young girl in the bloom of life, and the 
Christmas smile fresh on her face!" 

"The Doctor jumped up, and grabbed 
my partner by the arm, and said: 

“Don’t discourage me, or I'll blow my 
brains out! I loved that girl!’ 

“Doctor Schott then picked up the 
clothes, and began to smell them. 

"'See, Detective, he said, ‘what a 
sweet odor they have! Everything about 
her always had a sweet odor! Mine al- 
ways had the odor of tobacco, but Eliza- 
beth loved that odor." 

Doctor Schott broke down, weeping 
bitterly, at this point in the testimony, 
and women in the court-room began to 
sob. As the detective left the stand, the 
Doctor dropped his head in his hands a 
moment, but glanced up quickly when the 
prosecuting attorney suddenly burst out: 

"Elizabeth Griffith was slain as she fell 


Thrilling to Ride 
as a Thoroughbred 


There is a zip and dash to motorcycle 
performance that is unmatched by 
anything else on wheels. — 


Harley-Davidson's eager speed on straight- 

aways, its lighting acceleration, its smooth, 
quiet rush uphill are the joy of the season- 
ed rider and the amazement of the novice. 


Shown above is the latest Harley-Davidson 
Big Twin—a wonderfully efficient, power- 
ful, speedy motorcycle that gives sparkling 
performance at very low cost. Harley- 
Davidson Twins are priced from $290 up, 
f. o. b. factory—Singles at $235 and $255. 


Ask your nearest Harley-Davidson Deal- 
er about his Pay-As-You-Ride plan. Mail 
the Coupon for illustrated literature. 
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Writing 


a source of income that 
many people neglect 


MANY people who should be writing 
YA never try it because they just can't 
picture themselves making “big money." 
They are so awe-struck by the fabulous 
stories about millionaire authors that they 
overlook the fact that $25, $50 and $100 or 
more can often be earned for material that 
takes little time to write—stories, articles on 
home or business management, sports, 
travels, recipes, etc.—things that can be 
easily and naturally written, in spare time. 
L. A. Emerton, Jackson St., Hanover, Pa., 
is but one of many men and women trained 
by the Newspaper Institute of America 
to make their gift for 
writing pay prompt divi- 
dends. He writes: 
"My frst big thrill 
came last month. An 
acceptance slip. The 
check that followed 
was not large but I 
got a real kick out of 
it just the same, for 


it proved that I can 
write printable stuff." 


Another of our student-members who tried 
is Arthur S. Pettit, 36834 So. Burlington 
Ave., Los Angeles, Cal. 


"You may be interested to know that since 
enrolling with the N. I. A., I have written 
several articles for health publications that 
have been accepted and printed. I am 
now engaged in the preparation of some 
articles on church music and on business.” 


You, too, can learn to write ! 


How ? By WRITING! 


The Newspaper Institute of America offers 
an intimate course in practical writing—a 
course as free from academic “isms” and 
"ologies" as a newspaper office—a course as 
modern as the latest edition of this morn- 


ing's paper. 


Week by week, you receive actual assignments— 
just as if you were right at work on a great metro- 
politan daily. Your writing is individually cor- 
rected and constructively criticized. A group of 
men with 182 years of newspaper experience behind 
them are responsible for this instruction. Under 
such sympathetic guidance, you will find that (in- 
stead of vainly trying to copy some one else's writing 
tricks) you are rapidly developing your own dis- 
tinctive, self-flavored style. You are learning to 
write by, writinr—acquiring the same experience 
to which nearly all well-known writers of short- 
stories, novels, magazine articles, etc., attribute 
their success. 


How you start 


To insure prospective student-members against 
wasting their time and money, we have prepared a 
unique Writing Aptitude Test. This tells you 
whether you possess the fundamental qualities nec- 
essary to successful writing—acute observation, 
dramatic instincts, creative imagination, etc. 
You'll enjoy this test. Newspaper Institute of 
America, 1776 Broadway, New York. 


Tonner se es 


t Newspaper Institute of America 
t 1776 Broadway, New York 


Send me your free Writing Aptitude Test and 


further information on writing for profit, as 
promised in True Detective Mysteries—April. 
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to her knees, and begged for mercy! This 
was the happiest moment of Doctor 
Schott’s life!” j 

At this, the spectators became almost 
unruly, and the court-room was in a gen- 
eral stir. The Court rapped for order, 
and, in the deathly silence which fol- 
lowed, the State announced that it rested 
its case. 


HAT would be Doctor Schott’s an- 

swer? Glancing up from the press 
table where I was seated, I noticed that 
his face was as pale as death itself, and 
his hand trembled, as it gripped a small 
paper he was holding. Court recessed 
for lunch, but the spectators did not leave 
the court-room. Seats were too hard to 
get, and the Doctor’s story was too near 
at hand. 

Doctor Schott had thoroughly regained 
his composure when he ascended to the 
stand immediately after the noon recess. 
It was to be a fight to the finish for his 
life, and he intended to make the most of 
the opportunity afforded him. 

Questioned by his own defending law- 
yer, Moxley, Doctor Schott said: 

“T first met Elizabeth when she was 
about fourteen years old. She, however, 
always made herself out a little older 
than she really was. She came to work 
in my office after I had known her about 
eight months, and worked for me off and 
on during the past two years. 

"She was a beautiful young girl, a 
bright little companion, and I was lonely. 
And so in time I grew to love the child 
better than life itself. She never seemed 


exactly like a child, but more like a 
woman. 
"I asked her to marry me. She con- 


sented, and I bought her a large ‘solitaire 
ring, which she exchanged for a cluster. 
Things did not go smoothly between us. 
Elizabeth was young, and wanted to go 
round with boys, and we quarreled." 

"You were forty then, and Elizabeth 
was fifteen?" interrupted the prosecutor. 

"Yes," he answered. 

"When you met her, you were thirty- 
nine and she only fourteen?" 

"That is correct." 

e HY was the engagement broken?" 
Prosecutor Lucas asked. 

"For several reasons," the accused man 
continued in a steady voice. “We were 
on the finest kind of terms until the ‘flu’ 
epidemic. I had to cut out office hours. 
We had to stop.taking calls, they were 
coming in so fast—and I was working 
day and night to keep up with my work. 
Elizabeth always believed that I could 
not get along without her. 

"We had a tilt about something—some 
friend she had been out with, I believe— 
and I was very glum for several days, so 
the first thing I knew, she quit me cold— 
in the midst of all that work! It made 
me angry to feel that the girl I was going 
to marry would leave me in the lurch 
at a time like that. But I understood 
from some of her friends that she wanted 
me to ask her to come back. 

“Elizabeth, in the meantime, had gone 
to the City Hospital to train as a nurse. 

“One night a woman called me up, but 
refused to give her name, and said: 

“Doctor Schott, do you know that 


Elizabeth is going to get married?’ 

"I answered. ‘Why are you telling me— 
she has a right to get married if she fee!s 
like it, hasn't she?" 

"You have not answered the question 
as to how you got her back the „las: 
time," the prosecutor said. 

"Well, you see, Elizabeth had written 
me a letter, saying she would like to go 
on fixing my books [the letter referred 
to is printed on pages 21 and 22], and so 
I wrote back, and asked her if she carei 
to help me out." 

“You knew, then, that she was engaged 
to Captain Jordon?" 

“Absolutely—but I also knew that she 
was in love with me.” 

"Did you discuss the possibility of your 
marriage after she returned to your oí- 
fice?" Lucas asked. 

"I never asked her to marry me after 
she told me she was engaged to Captain 
Jordon, but I knew that Elizabeth loved 
me, and I liked to tease her. But I «would 
not have harmed a hair of her head. I 
never thought she really intended to 
marry the Captain, and I thought as time 
went on she would become more settled, 
and we could marry some day, but as 
things were then, we simply could not 
get along." 

Doctor Schott then took up the chain 
of events on the day of the tragedy. 


a S I have told you before, it was my 

custom to remember my patients 
with gifts. Laurene had asked to go 
along, and so she came over in the 
morning to help wrap the packages. She 
lived across the street. 

“While we were writing the names 
on the presents, I handed Elizabeth a 
ten-dollar bill. 

"'[ might as well give 
Christmas present, too, I said. 
“She took it, and said, ‘Thank you.’ 
"She reached down among the bundles 

and picked up a manicure set. 

“Who is that for?’ she asked. 

"'One of my girls,’ I answered, just 
to tease ber. 

"In a few minutes she came back and 
handed me an envelop. I opened it, and 
it contained the money I had given her 
for a Christmas present, with a note 
which read: 

"'If you don't think any more of me 
than that, you can take your present 
back.’ 

*'Don't be foolish, Elizabeth!’ I said. 
‘I am not giving anyone much this year. 

“Laurene and I left for Parkland, and 
came back about one o'clock for the 
second lot. 

“When I came in, Elizabeth said, ‘Will 
you answer me onc serious question?’ I 
answered, ‘That depends on what it is.’ 

“Will you tell me whom that ivory 
manicure set is for?’ 

“T don't see any reason why I should 
tell you,’ I answered, only teasing her; 
but I never dreamed she would take it 
so hard. 

“I went on marking the presents, and 
writing Merry Christmas on the cards, 
when suddenly we heard her crying in the 
other room. 

“My gracious, I said, ‘you can have 
the set if you want it!’ But she insisted 
on knowing whom the set was for. I had 
bought it for a crippled woman, a patient 
of mine, but I did not tell Elizabeth. I 


you your 


had teased her far worse than that many 
times before, but I she thought 
could never get back. I 


suppose 
my love 


} 
she 


r 
I 


would have kissed her, hugged her, petted 


her. or done anything to appease her, if I 
had dreamed she would do anything to 
harm herself. I loved Elizabeth, and her 


death means more to me than anything | 


else in the world. I would not have 
1armed a hair of her head!” 

"Where did you keep your pistol?" 

"In the drawer of the cabinet, in the 
consultation. room, where her body was 
found." 

"Did she know where you kept it? 

"Why,  certainly—she had seen it 
dozens of times.” 

Doctor Schott's testimony upset specta- 
tors, and it was several minutes before 
order was restored. 

"Did you talk to Elizabeth's sister over 
the, telephone about two o'clock?" 

“I did not, because I was not there. I 
was up-town at that time. I did talk to 
Mrs. Rudolph in front of the office, and 
asked her if she had heard a shot. I also 
asked her if she would see whether any- 
one else had heard it. But that was after 
we found the body, and as I was leaving 
the office to go for the Coroner." 
later admitted 


Mrs. Rudolph that she 
was mistaken in the hour when she had 
talked to the Doctor. 


HERE were tears in the accused 

man's eyes as he left the stand, but 
he was not alone, for there was scarcely 
a dry eye in the court-room. 

Was the tide beginning to turn? 

Next came loyal little Laurene Gardner. 
Young as she was, her story, which cor- 
roborated in every detail the testimony 
of Doctor Schott, through hours of the 
most grilling cross-examination, stood un- 
impeached. 


“I had 


gone to Doctor Schott's office 
on Christmas Eve morning, because he 
asked me to go with him to deliver his 


presents to his patients, and I thought I 
would help him get them fixed. 
got the office all ready, and the three of 
us began to wrap the gifts, when Eliza- 
beth discovered a manicure among 
them," the child witness said. 

“Who is this for?’ Elizabeth said, 
picking it up and handing it to the Doctor. 


set 


"'For my other girl,’ he answered, 
taking it back. He looked at Elizabeth 
and smiled, but her face turned white 


For the Millions Who 
Love Dahlias 


IN the April issue of YOUR 

HOME Magazine, a  Mac- 
fadden publication, Rev. Henry 
Irving Batcheller of Charlottes- 
ville, Va., noted dahlia specialist, 
supplies priceless information for 
every dahlia lover. Entitled The 


Flower for Every Garden, his 


splendid article should enable 
you to make your stand of dahlias 
the show spot of your neigh- 
borhood. By all means read it 
and the many other horticultural 
articles that are sure to appeal 
to every garden lover. On sale 
March 21st. Price, 25c per copy. 


Elizabeth | 


True Detective Mysteries 


FND 


GRAY 
HAIR 


Free Test, 10 Minutes 


1 You try it first on a single 2 


lock of your hair to see 
what it does. 
fear of results, 


water-like 


Thus have no your hair. 


Then simply 

liquid 
Clean ... 
Takes only 7 or 8 minutes. 


Arrange hair and watch 
color gradually creep back. 
Restoration will be perfect 
and complete, 


comb this 
through 3 
safe. 


Now it takes only a few minutes to bring back natural shade 
to faded and graying hair. You watch it creep back after 
using this clear water-like liquid. Accept amazing free test 


ERE is a way that works wonders 
by supplying coloring elements to 
gray hair. What happens is that natural 
shade is conveyed. If your hair is nat- 


urally auburn, it will revert to auburn. 
If black, black it will be. 

No need now for crude, messy dyes 
They are 


judged dangerous to hair. 
noticed by your friends. 
This new sci- 
entific way de- 
fies detection. 
Some 10,000,000 
women have used 
it. You take no 
chances. 

* % d 
**Won’t you give 
me *O minutes 
to bring back 
natural shade to 
graying hair? I 
promise you will 
be amazed.”’ 


MARY T. GOLDMAN'S 


Hair Color Restorer ‘ 


It’s safe and makes your hair live 
looking and lustrous. Will not wash 
nor rub off. May be applied only to 
gray and faded parts. 


We send you free a sample of Mary 
T. Goldman’s Hair Color Restorer. 
You snip off a single lock of your hair 
and try it first on that. You see exactly 
what results will be. Thus take no 
chances. Which is the safe thing to do. 


Or go to the nearest drug store today. 
A few cents’ worth restores original 
color perfectly. Your money returned 
if not amazed and delighted. 


| I 
| Mary T.Goldman, 371D Goldman Bldg., St. Paul, Minn. | 
1 Check color: Black....... dark brown........ medium : 
p brown .-auburn (dark red).. light brown.... . | 
light auburn...... blonde...... (Print name) 
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and tears came into her eyes. Doctor 
Schott began to hum and whistle, and 
Elizabeth left the room. Soon we heard 
her crying.” 

Laurene Gardner insisted, in spite of 
the rapid-fire questions from the prosecu- 
tor, that she was with Doctor Schott 
“every minute in the period from noon 
until the body was found. 

Asked by the prosecuting attorney how 
she accounted for the fact that both Katie 
May Griffith and Ryan had testified that 
they saw and talked to Doctor Schott 
about two and two-thirty o’clock, the hour 
fixed as the time the shot was fired, the 
youthful witness answered slowly, but 
with a firm, unshaken voice: 

"If Mr. Ryan saw the Doctor in front 
cf his office that afternoon, he was mis- 
taken in the hour. And if Miss Griffith 
talked to a man over the telephone at the 
hour she said, it was not Doctor Schott, 
because he was not there.” 

“Were you with him every minute of 
the time between one o'clock and the 
time the body was found?" 

“Absolutely every minute! I did not 
leave him except to go into the houses 
to deliver the gifts, and he would sit in 
the machine and get the next present 
ready. 

"Doctor Schott wouldn't take the mani- 
cure set out after Elizabeth cried so about 
it, and aíter we found her dead, the set 
was still lying on the cabinet. He didn't 
love any other girl. He only loved Eliz- 
abeth, but she was real jealous, and he 
liked to tease her." 


N corroboration of the alibi, counsel 

for Doctor Schott placed in the rec- 
ords a complete.list of the houses visited, 
as follows (they were, by the way, veri- 
fied by the persons to whom the presents 
were delivered) : 

Ida Bell Ewing, 1715 Duncan Street; 
five and ten cent store to get Christmas 
tags; Liberty Pressing Club, 412 West 
Walnut Street; Miss Mamie Whoerle, 408 
South Campbell Street; Miss Elizabeth 
Neuman, 905 East Madison Street; Mrs. 
Philip Hahn, 909 East Madison Street; 
Miss Estelle Lortz, 841 East Chestnut 


Street; W. H. Robinson, 1207 Everett 
Avenue; Mrs. Lee Brown, 820 South 
First Street; Standard Dairy Lunch, 


Fourth Street and Broadway; telephoned 
office from Standard Dairy Lunch; Tay- 
lor-Bennett drug store—bought wrapping 
paper; to office. 

Mrs. Ella Gerlach, the patient referred 
to by Doctor Schott as being present 
when he found the body, placed an im- 
portant link in the chain of evidence 
which was gradually clearing the black 
clouds which had hung low over the phy- 
sician's head for days. 

"[ never did like Doctor Schott per- 
sonally, but I thought he was a good 
physician, and I allowed him to treat me," 
testified Mrs. Gerlach. “I arrived at his 
office at about two-thirty o'clock, but at 
least before two-thirty-five o'clock on the 
day of the tragedy. I knocked on the 
door, and there was no response. I then 
sat down a while, on the bench in- front 
of the office. After sitting there a few 
minutes, I went to a grocery store across 
the street to inquire when he would re- 
turn. I asked the time, and was told it 
was two-forty o'clock. I stayed there a 
while, and went over to the drug store. 
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"It was not long until I saw Doctor 
Schott coming in his automobile. He and 
the little girl were together. They evi- 
dently did not see me, and I followed 
them as they went up the steps into the 
office. I came in behind them. I remon- 
strated with him because there was no one 
at the office when I called. 

*'Didn't the girl let you in?’ he asked. 
'She shouldn't have gone away without 
letting me know!’ 

"He tried to open the folding doors, but 
they were closed. He called several times 
for Miss Griffith, but, receiving no an- 
swer, he stuck a knife'or key through the 
crack, and lifted the wire latch. 

"He. was filled with the Christmas 
spirit. He was laughing, and wishing me 
a merry Christmas. He and the little girl 
entered the office first. It was a few sec- 
onds before we recognized the girl lying 


Unpublished Chapters 
About Isadora Duncan 


IN the April issue of THE 

DANCE MAGAZINE, there 
begins the story of the final 
years of the life of Isadora 
Duncan—the greatest American 
dancer who ever lived. Her auto- 
biography did not complete the 
record of her spectacular life. 
The Last Chapter of Isadora's 
Life, beginning in the April 
DANCE MAGAZINE and con- 
tinuing for the following three 
issues, tells the dramatic events 
leading up to her tragic and 
sudden death. Do not miss the 
first instalment of this important 
fact-narrative. 

THE DANCE MAGAZINE-- 
a Macfadden Publication. 35c 
at all news stands. 


on the floor at the doorway of the next 
room. 

“Doctor Schott cried out: 

“My God, it looks like she's taken 
poison! What can I do? Please come 
here and help me. Speak to me, Eliz- 
abeth. . . . I believe she is still alive... 
she's killed herself... ^" 

Mrs. Gerlach said the physician had 
been changed in the instant from a happy 
man to a distracted one. 

“The girl had fallen forward in the 
doorway," she continued. *A small amount 
of bloody foam was coming from her 
mouth. There was a small spot of blood 
on her dress. 

"[ listened myself for heart-beats, and 
told the Doctor there was nothing to do 
but call the Coroner, after he had vainly 
tried with his stethescope to find signs 
of a heart-beat. 

“I don't know Mrs. Rudolph, but I did 
hear Doctor Schott speak to a woman 
outside after *the body had been found, 
and ask if she had heard a shot." 

It was, however, with the testimony of 
George Beuchel, vice-president of one of 
the nation's largest sporting-goods houses, 
that the basis of the prosecution toppled. 
A test of Doctor Schott's pistol disclosed 


that it left no powder burns when fired 


at close range. 


It was, as will be recalled, shortly after 
the war period that this tragedy occurred, 
and smokeless powder had just made mar- 
velous strides in the way of improvement. 
This fact had not been taken into account 
in the building up of the prosecution. ' 

“Is this smokeless powder?” asked 
Robert J. Hagen for the defense. 

“Yes,” Mr. Beuchel said. 

“Smokeless powder does not leave a 
mark?” 

“Not a very perceptible mark.” 

“Does it make any burn?” 

“Very little.” 

Mr. Beuchel described the test with 
a piece of cheesecloth, and said that the 
mark of the powder could hardly be no- 
ticed when the gun was fired at from 
three to nine inches. He said that one 
time, when he was holding the gun about 
three inches from the cloth, a gust of 
wind blew the cloth up against the barrel 
of the pistol as it exploded, but the cloth 
did not catch fire! 


EN all is said and done, the pitiful 

story of Elizabeth Griffith’s dying 
words, at last revealed by Miss Jennie 
Brands, a Louisville milliner, could leave 
little doubt in the mind of the reader 
as to what actually took place. 

I interviewed Miss Brands at the time, 
and shall never forget the feeling her 
story left with me. 

"I am certain that I heard Elizabeth's 
dying words,” Miss Brands said, “and 
a chill ran through me which I cannct 
explain. It seemed as if I were in the 
presence of some horrible suffering, or talk- 
ing to someone in the clutches of death. 

"I had received a bill from Doctor 
Schott which had been settled some time 
before, and I called Doctor Schott's office 
on the morning of the tragedy (not know- 
ing then, of course, what the day would 
bring forth), determined to get the matter 
settled. 

"Elizabeth told me that he was out de- 
livering Christmas presents, and asked me 
to call again in fifteen minutes. .Deter- 
mined to reach the Doctor and get the 
matter of the bill settled, I called again 
and again, at intervals, until four o'clock. 

"It may sound strange, but as the day 
grew older the girl's voice grew sadder. 
I talked to Elizabeth at exactly two 
o'clock. She was crying and said she was 
very unhappy. 

"'Have you received your Christmas 
gifts?” I asked her. 

"Christmas means nothing to me, she 
answered, and her voice broke. '/ am too 
sad to care? 

"When I called again at two-fifteen, 
I received no answer, and I continued to 
call until four o'clock, when Doctor 
Schott answered.” 


HE reader must have come to some 
conclusion, as I did years ago. 


What is your answer? Murder—or 
suicide ? 
Although Doctor Schott was bound 


over to the Grand Jury, at the conclusion 
of the examining trial, that body did not 
indict, and he was once again a free man. 
But time was to tell its own story, and, 
as I have said, Fate did not deal kindly 
with Doctor Schott. The terrific ordeal 
he had passed through began to leave its 
marks early, as can be seen in the photo- 
(Concluded on page 94) 


Phantom 
Fingerprints 


(Continued from page 27 


been committed, and so on. But here was 
an instance where I was spending my en- 
tire time trying to find a motive for mur- 
der, all the while facing the possibility 
that the girl might have died by her own 
hand. 

As the investigation wore on, I became 
more convinced that Frances had poisoned 
herself. Strychnin found in the food in 
her lunch pail could very easily have been 
placed there by the child herself. ~It was 
also possible that she could have drunk a 
quantity of the poison from a béttle, 
thrown the bottle away, and then gone to 
the powder magazine to await death. 

On the other hand, something within me 
told me to go on with the search. I re- 
minded myself that a detective’s chief asset 
is perseverance. 


WENT back to my hotel that night 

and started to figure out what I was 
going to do next. It suddenly dawned on 
me that I should begin a systematic 
quiz of everybody in Greenland Village 
who could possibly know anything about 
Frances. So, early next morning, I be- 
gan this course of action in the grocery 
store where Frances’ father had first 
been told about her disappearance. 

The proprietor of the grocery store 
didn't know anything about the girl or her 
activities, other than that she had been of 
a happy disposition and very intelligent. 
But he advised me to go to a certain 
boarding-house near-by and ask the land- 
lady if she knew anything about the girl. 
The woman, the grocer said, was quite 
"newsy," and in addition enjoyed a repu- 
tation which wouldn't achieve a 100 per 
cent rating under a searchlight. 

It so happened that the landlady could 
tell ‘me nothing about the dead girl, but, 
in the course of her conversation, she 
asked : 

"Have you questioned the undertaker?” 

I hadn't, and didn't see how he could 
supply any information of value. Never- 
theless, when I left the boarding-house I 
went straight to the establishment of the 
man who had buried Frances. 

Locating the undertaker without diffi- 
culty, I succeeded in striking up a con- 
versation with him without letting him 
know who I was. I sized the man up as 
being the possessor of not too much in- 
telligence, a person who was satisfied to 
drift along in life with the expenditure of 
as little energy as was compatible with a 
fair amount of comfort. I suddenly 
veered the conversation around to the Pan- 
ion girl’s death, and asked the man if he 
knew anything about the burial. é 

“Sure thing,” he said. “I had charge 
of it!” 

“Oh, is that so?” I said, feigning sur- 
prise. 

“Sure, I buried the poor kid,” he con- 
tinued. 

I suddenly remembered that, for no good 
reason, I had taken the word of the local 
authorities that the girl’s clothing, at the 
time of her death, had been in perfect 
condition. And, likewise for no good 
reason, I had assumed that the apparel had 
been returned to the Panions and prob- 
ably destroyed. 
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Phyllis Haver — Lovely Photoplay Star 
Obtain Solid or Waterproof Liquid 
Maybelline in either Black or Brown 


at any toilet goods counter — 75c. 
MAYBELLINE CO., CHICAGO 


Please Accept 


10c Package F R E E 


You Women are Clever 
Youknow a good thing when 

youseeit. That's why so many 

of you have written for a sam- 

ple of Del-a-tone and are now 

using the large size package / 
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DEleA-TONE 
Removes Hair in 3 Minutes 
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back of neck andíace. You obtain the same quick, effec- 
tive results, whether you use the 
new snow-white Del-a-tone 
Cream or the old reliable Del-a- 
tone (powder). Send coupon to- 
day for FREE package. 

Sold by drug and department 
stores, or sent prepaid anywhere 
in U. S. for one dollar. Money 
back if not satisfied. 
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tars demand 
GENULNE 


maybelline ~ 


follow their advice! 


ROFESSIONALS in theart of make- 

up, such as Miss Phyllis Haver, 
agree that the delicate task of darkening 
eyelashes is one which should be in- 
trusted to no ag oa i other than 
genuine Maybelli sont ug E 
centuated eyes cannot be risked. Gen- 
uine Maybelline instantly makes lashes 
E ark, long,silken,and luxuriant 
—but not wnnaturally so. It gives the 
exact desired results—and very easily. 


Miss Haver'schoice,itwouldseem,should 
beyourchoice. Soinsistupon genuine, harm- 
less Maybelline and com- 
plete satisfaction is certain 
to be yours. Read what 
Miss Haver says— 

“TI find Maybelline ideal, 
darkening and beau- ^" ^ 
tifying eyelashes ) 
and eyebrows, It is (4 
80 easy to use, and 3 
gives such marvelous * i 
results, I would not i 
thinkofbeingwithout f 
Maybelline for every- 


day use, as wellas for i ] 

best effectsin my * 

screen work,” 2 * Y 
Sincerely, | 


Dresses 
Instead of Two 


Bh “PRETTIER dresses—more_styl- 
] ish—better made, And all six 
put together cost'me less than 
the two I had last season. 
“How did I manage? I made 
„them all myself. Besides, I'va 
made some lovely lingerie and 
everything the children are wear- 
ing. And a year ago I could 
scarcely sew a straight seam.” 
Today, thousands of women 
and girls are telling this samo 
story of how they solved th» 
clothes problem through the help 


^, 


of the Woman's Institute. 
Earn $20 to $40 a Week 


Wherever you live, you can learn at 
home in spare time to make your 
own clothes and hats at great sav- 
ings, or earn $20 to $10 a week. 
Just mail the coupon and wo 
will gladly tell you all about tho 
Woman's Institute and its coursea 
in Dressmaking and Millinery. 


fmm se an m um mum um um e us utm tum cum oum eum eg 
WOMAN'S INSTITUTE, Dept. 91-R, Scranton, Pa. 

| Without cost or obligation, please send me com- 
Í pleto information about your home-study course in 


lis, d 


the subject I have checked below: 
Home Dressmaking Millinery 
Professional Dressmaking Cocking 


Name.. 


rte 


"(Please state whether Mrs. or Miss) - 
| Address. 


70 


COMPLEXION 


that nothing 
will remove 
Wes you like a lovely skin? A 


complexion that won't come ofi—a 
radiant color all your own? Then give your 
system the little calcium wafer that it needs 
—and note the immediate improvement. 
Five days will transform a muddy, 
blotchy, sallow complexion. From the very 
first day, you will seeand feel thedifference. 
Tiny, gentle, Calcium Wafers quickly rid 
the system of all the impurities and poison- 
ous wastes that cause pimples, acne, 
blotches and other skin blemishes. A week- 
end’s use will work a wondrous change. 
Bright, sparkling eyes! Clear, satin-smooth 
skin free from faults! Nails and hair alive and 
glossy with sound growth! And a warm flush of 
natural colorradiatingfrom within—refreshingly 
lovely color that no rouge can imitate, and noth- 
ing can removel Try this week-end test at our 


r~ FULL BOX FREE --; 


E Enough for full test—ample to prove the start- gj 


H ling value to you of Stuart's Calcium Wafers— i 
will be sent Im if you mail this coupon to the i 
: Stuart Co., Dept. C1104, Marshall, Mich. 


At All Drug $ Prio 1üc or 60c aa 


wave 
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Sinus Trouble " i 
CATARRH, Š% 


2i 

When infection gets into the little 
pockets (sinuses) that connect with the 
nose, they cannot drain properly. A 
“stuffed up" head, distressing fullness, 
often with splitting headaches, are the 
result. Hall’s Catarrh Medicine, because 
it acts through the blood, reaches the 
sinuses as no wash, spray or ointment 
can. Drives out poisons, and swelling, 
and restores the tissues to healthy tone. 
Get Hall’s today! 


HALL’S 
CATARRH MEDICINE 


Combined Treatment at yo ist’s. If he 
hasn’t it, enclose 85c to F. i? C ror oas 
Dept. 234, Toledo, Ohio 


Writefor New Radio Log Book, Free to Catarrh Sufferers 
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I then revealed my identity, which 
made no impression on the undertaker, 
and asked him if he had noticed the 
clothing of the dead girl. 

"Yeah, I noticed it. Why?” 

"Well" I said, "I was wondering if 
it was in perfect condition." 

"What do you mean?" 

"Were there any marks on it to indi- 
cate that the child had put up a struggle 
with anyone?" 

"None at all,” said the undertaker. 
"You can see the clothes yourself if you 
want to!" 


HIS struck me as odd, and I asked: 


"Didn't the Panions destroy the 
clothing ?" 

*No." 

"How do you know?" 

"How do I know?" asked the man 
with some surprise. “Why, my dear 
fellow, they never called for the cloth- 
ing! They left it here!" 


"Where is it?' 

"In a box in the 
my house." 

It didn't take me 


wood-shed back of 


long to get to the 
wood-shed, where I located the clothing 
in its entirety. I asked the undertaker 
if the apparel had been examined by the 
chemist, and he said, so far as he knew, 
it hadn't. I was desperate for some sort 
of a clue, and felt that I might find it in 
the clothing, since it had not been sub- 
jected to an analysis. The apparel, 
which was musty írom lying in the 
wood-shed for more than five months, 
consisted of shoes, hat, dress, petticoat, 
stockings, underwear, sweater, coat and 
gloves. Mrs. Panion promptly identified 
every bit of the apparel as that belong- 
ing to her daughter. 

Calling at District Attorney Jones’ 
office, I was informed that he was ex- 
pected back from Marquette the next 
morning. So I retired early, confident 
that I was at last getting somewhere. 

At eight o'clock the next morning, I 
was in conference with Mr. Jones. I 
told him just what I had done so far, 
adding that in my opinion an expert 
chemist should be called in to examine 
the girl's clothing. That was satis- 
factory to the District Attorney, who 
said that he would spare no expense to 
get the case cleared up at the earliest 
possible moment. 

I at once sent through a long-distance 
telephone call to State Chemist Charles 
L. Bliss, at Lansing, asking him to rush 
to Ontonagon with the highest-powered 
microscope obtainable. Mr. Bliss re- 
plied that he would arrive early next 
day. 

In the interval, it being my impression 
that the landlady at the boarding-house 
had not told me all that was on her 
mind, I went back for a second inter- 
view with her. Aíter discussing various 
topics, I asked her, in a halí-joking man- 
ner, if any of her guests ever jumped 
their board bills. 

“PIL say they do!” she replied. "There's 
one guy now what I can't locate, who 
owes me a lot of money for back board." 

"Who is he?" I asked. 

“His name's Joe Stemac." 

“When did he leave?” 

"On April third, the dirty bum!" the 
woman replied, hotly. 

I concealed my emotions as much as 


[ could, for this, I thought, was informa- 
tion of the most important kind. This 
man had fled one day before the finding 
of the dead body of Frances Panion. 


AVE you any idea where , Stemac 
is?” I asked the landlady. 

“No, but I wish to God I did!” 

Describing Stemac, the woman said 
he was about sixty-five years of ace, 
five feet six inches tall, of sturdy bu ld, 
ruddy  complexioned, with straight, 
coarse, straw-colored hair. Like Pan‘on, 
Stemac was Croatian. He had been ar- 
rested for bootlegging, the landlady con- 
fided, and had used all his cash to pay 
his fine. Work at the mines was scarce, 
and the man was sans cash after run- 
ning afoul of the law. "That's why he 
had been forced to run up a board bill. 

I gave the landlady my promise that 
I would do everything in my power to 
land Stemac for her, after which I re- 
turned to Ontonagon and made inquiry 
as to Stemac’s whereabouts. Nobody 
knew where the man was. It then oc- 
curred to me to make a search of the 
court records. 

Doing so, I came across the interest- 
ing fact that none other than John Panion 
had signed the complaint upon which 
Stemac had been apprehended for boot- 
legging. 

I called the District Attorney’s 
tion to this, and he thought that it was 
possible» Stemac had had a hand in 
Frances’ death—but not probable. How- 
ever, I telephoned Captain Downing of 
the Michigan State Police at Negaunee, 
gave him the“ “dope” on Stemac, and 
asked him to notify all State Police sub- 
stations to be on the lookout for the 
blond Croatian. When I had, finished 
talking, Captain Downing said that he 
himself had seen Stemac on the street at 
Iron Mountain, a considerable distance 
from Ontonagon, the day previous, and 
thought he could nab the man quickly. 

However, I was so anxious to lay 
my hands on Stemac that I proceeded at 
once to Iron Mountain. It was my plan 
to pick him up on the board bill charge, 
which was sufficient to hold him until 
I had completed my investigation. 

I had been in Iron Mountain only an 
hour when I spotted Stemac in a “blind 
pig.” I told him I wanted him to come 
to Ontonagon with me, and he willingly 
complied. He feigned ignorance of the 
English language; although I knew he 
was not a fluent talker of English, I was 
certain he knew more of the tongue than 
he pretended he did. 

Back in Ontonagon, I locked up 
Stemac incommunicado, and then went 
about the task of finding out more about 
the man. Among other things, I came 
across the more or less startling infor- 
mation that he had been intimate with 
the landlady at the boarding-house, and 
that he had done a six-year stretch 
Marquette Prison for an attack on a 
girl! 


atten- 


N the meantime, Chemist Bliss had ar- 

rived with a high-powered microscope 
and was not long in finding stains on the 
girl's clothing which indicated that she 
had been brutally attacked! The stains 
were not visible to the naked eye, but 
showed up plainly under the powerful 
lens. 


I now had a reasonable motive for 
murder! The rest, I thought, would be 
easy. How wrong I was! 


My next step was application for a 
court order permitting me to exhume the 
body. This was granted in double-quick 
time. Chemist Bliss took parts of the 
child’s brain, heart, liver, spleen, kid- 
ney and bladder, and hurried back to the 
State Laboratory at Lansing, to make 
tests. Meanwhile, the District Attorney 
was well pleased at the sudden turn of 
events, but was skeptical as to our ability 
to preserve the evidence on the clothing 
until the time of the trial of whomever 
we might charge with the murder. 

The next morning, I went to the jail 
and found Stemac on his knees, appar- 
ently praying. I removed him from his 
cell, took his finger-prints, and had him 
photographed. I asked him if he knew 
that finger-prints were for purposes of 
identification, and he answered in the 
affirmative. He was locked up again— 
still unquestioned about Frances’ death. 

I now wired State Police Headquar- 
ters for the assistance of Lieutenant 
George E. Karkeet and Detective Ser- 
geant E. G. Ramsay. Upon their arri- 
val, the three of us drove to the Panion 
home and told Panion that we wanted 
him to accompany us to the Greenland 
Mine. We had him point out just where 
he had found his daughter's body. 

I noticed that the powder magazine 
was comparatively close to the old mine 
shaft, which was 800 feet deep and con- 
tained 400 feet of water. I reasoned 
that, if Frances had been slain by some- 
one who knew the lay of the land, her 
body would have probably been dropped 
down the shaft. In this way, the slayer 
would have covered up his tracks com- 
pletely and destroyed all evidence, as the 
chances are that the body would never 
have been found! 

The more I thought of this, the more 
I knew that it was a decided blow 
to the theory that the girl had been 
slain—at least by the blond Croatian, 
who was familiar with the territory. I 
considered the possibility of the girl’s 
having willingly gone into the powder 
magazine with a secret lover, and then 
having committed suicide when she 
realized what she had done. But then 
I considered the opposite side of the 
~question. If the girl had been attacked, 
her assailant’s mind might have been 
so befuddled by his crime that he never 
would have thought of dropping the body 
down the mine shaft. So I proceeded on 
the theory that Frances had been at- 
tacked and murdered, or vice versa. 

When I retired that night, I well real- 
ized that a confession might, in this case, 
be the one thing in the world which 
would bring about a conviction. 


EXT morning I arose early, deter- 

mined to take a long and brazen 
chance in an effort either to pin the 
murder on Stemac or to eliminate him 
entirely. Assuming that the man was 
guilty, I planned my course of action 
accordingly. 

The chemist’s analysis had proved that 
poison had been poured over the food in 
Frances’ dinner pail. If Stemac had 
poured the strychnin over the food, he 
probably did so with his right hand 
while he held the pail with his left hand. 


True Detective Mysteries 


(I had noticed that he was right- 
handed.) With this in mind, I went to 
a hardware store and purchased an 
exact duplicate of the pail in which 
Frances had carried her lunch. I then 
went to the photographer's and had him 
paste a photograph of Stemac's left ring- 
finger-print on the pail, and photograph 
it. The photographer then doctored up 
the negative so skilfully that it looked 
as if an actual finger-print had been on 
the pail. The photo of the finger-print 
was then washed from the pail itself. 

On my way to the jail, I stopped into 
the District Attorney’s office, where I 
was informed that Chemist Bliss had 
telephoned his report. Bliss said that 
death had been caused by strychnin, ex- 
plaining that the portion of the poison 
which had been found at the original 
autopsy had been insufficient to cause 
death, but that the strychnin which had 
not been found had gone through the 
girl’s system, and had beyond all doubt 
been the direct cause of death. By this 
time, I was getting somewhere! 

Lieutenant Karkeet, Sergeant Ramsay 
and John Panion accompanied me to the 
jail. Ramsay and Karkeet sized up 
Stemac as a degenerate type, concurring 
in my opinion of the prisoner. We 
brought Stemac into the Warden's office, 
Panion remaining in another room. 

I first showed the prisoner his finger- 
prints and asked him if he remembered 
my taking them. He nodded. Then I 
produced the dinner pail, placed it on 
the table, pointed at it, and asked the 
Croatian if he knew whose it was. Stemac, 
as we hoped he would do, turned death- 
white when he saw it, choked, and almost 
broke the arms of his chair in a frantic 
effort to control his emotions! I felt that 
I had my man at last! I then showed 
him the photograph of his “finger-prints” 
on the pail, and could see by the expres- 
sion in his eyes that he thought we had 
the goods on him. 

It was a long chance that I took—biu! 
it worked! The prisoner frantically mo- 
tioned the picture and pail away, and fell 
on his knees in prayer. 


HEN Stemac had been removed to 

his cell, I brought in Panion, sta- 
tioned him on the other side of the bars, 
and told him to question Stemac in Cro- 
atian. The two men talked volubly for a 
short while. Suddenly Panion turned 
wildly to me and said that Stemac was 
confessing the crime, admitting that we 
had the goods on him and that further 
faking was useless! Panion passionately 
begged us to let him into Stemac’s cell, 
so he could kill his daughter’s murderer 
with his own hands. We had great diffi- 
culty in restraining him, and allowed 
him to go home only after he had given 
us his word of honor that he would not 
attempt to organize a mob to storm the 
jail. 

The Warden of the jail had never had 
a suspected murderer in his custody 
before, and he secretly and promptly told 
each and every one of his friends all 
about it. As a result, within a few hours, 
dangerous mutterings were passing to 
and fro among crowds on the street 
corners, and talk of storming the jail 
was rife. We counteracted any such 
desperate moves by stationing a heavy 
guard around Stemac’s prison. 


need not be 


indelicate . . . read 


“The Newer Knowledge of 
Feminine Hygiene" 


HERE are certain subjects so intimate 

that the woman of refinement often 
finds difficulty in discussing them with 
anybody. Sensitive and discriminating, she 
is the very type that values absolute physi- 
cal daintiness. And it is for her "The 
Newer Knowledge of Feminine Hygiene” 
has been written. 


Zonite removes objections 
Physicians most assuredly recommend the 
practice of feminine hygiene. However, 
they do object to the caustic and poisonous 
antiseptics so many women use. They know 
the dangers. Mercurial poisoning. And the 
deadening of delicate tissues by carbolic 
acid compounds. 

Zonite absolutely removes these objections. 
There is no skull-and-crossbones on this 
bottle. Safe with little children in the 
home. Safe to use for oral hygiene. Yet 
Zonite is a powerful germ-killing antiseptic. 
Actually far stronger than any dilution of 
carbolic acid that can be allowed on the 
body. 

Authoritative book—free 

Send coupon for frank scientific booklet. 
Covers the whole matter of feminine hy- 
giene. Zonite Products Corporation, 250 
Park Avenue, New York, N. Y. 

Use Zonite Ointment for burns, abrasions, skin in- 
fections or chapped skin. Also as a powerful deodorant 
in greascless cream form. Large tubes, 50c. 


At bbb a a t DD D 22 
ZONITE PRODUCTS CORPORATION 35-K 
250 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y. 

Please send me free copy ofthe Zonite booklet or booklets 
Checked below . 4 
The Newer Knowledge of Feminine Hygicac 
Use of Antiseptics in the Home 
C Please print name) 
Address... 


City 


DD TET 


(In Canada: 165 Dufferin St., Toronto) 
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Siop Gray Hair Hair 


Make This FREE Test 


UICK — sure — harmless — Brownatone brings 

back natural color to gray or streaked hair. 
Any color—from lightest blonde to deepest brown 
or black. Anyone can easily apply it. Defies 
detection by even the most intimate of friends. 
Results are immediate, lasting. Brownatone is 
scientific in its action. It makes the hair more 
lustrous, more beautiful—promotes scalp health— 
will not wash out nor rub off. Makes all types of 
waves last longer. Brownatone comes in two 
colors: blonde to medium brown; dark brown to 
black. All druggists sell Brownatone under an 
absolute guarantee of satisfaction or money back. 


-Make This FREE TEST 


Send name and address to 
The Kenton Pharmacal Co., 
Dept. BB-1, Brownatone Bldg., 
Covington, Ky., for liberal 
FREE test bottle of Browna- 
tone. Be sure to state color 
desired. Canadian address, 
Windsor, Ont. 


GUARANTEED HARMLESS 


BROWNATONE 


TINTS GRAY HAIR ANY SHADE 


natural soft, waves. Be your 
own hairdresser. Waveen is 
— affected by dampness 


^ a absolute! 

jm ome 
Jai ado imd pestpsid on 
receipt of 50e cash, postage or bi 


mone: order. Maison J 
17 Park How, New York, Dptii-7 


Dont let the Boys call You 
“POISON IVY” 


MEN: abhor m air on face, arms and legs of women 
because it is not only un-feminine, but also 
un-beautiful. In these days of abbreviated cos- 
tumes and gossamer hosiery the girl who wins must 
be hair-free. 
Beware of Ordinary Hair Removers 

The discovery of the amazing Mahare' Method of 
Hair Removal has banished forever the danger. 
trouble, high cost, smell and mess from taking off 
unwanted and superfiuous Hair. 

It takes hair from face, arms and legs as though a 
magic wand had been waved, leaving the skin 
smooth as velvet and so glowingly healthy that you will be as- 
tounded. Anyone can do fe in the home without previous ex- 


f ii sal 
Vs p pare ter bashers cee “Mates 
MARVEL COMPACT COMPANY 
Dept. T, 9 East 14th Street, New York, N. Y. 


True Detective Mysteries 


We set about the task of 
dependable interpreter of — Stemac's 
native tongue, and discovered that 
Father Riseak, a priest from Houghton, 
who spoke Croatian fluently, was visiting 
in Ontonagon. We asked Father Riseak 
to interview Stemac for us, and the priest 
consented. But, somehow or other, the 
cleric had not been told what Stemac was 
suspected of, and when the prisoner began 
pouring out his confession to the priest, 
the latter turned to us and burst forth 
with: 

“This man is confessing a terrible 
crime! I cannot have anything to do 
with this matter, and must leave this 
place at once!” 

We were in nothing less than a ter- 
rible quandary. The priests relig- 
ious scruples prevented him from being 
instrumental in obtaining what might be 
considered a religious confession to con- 
vict a sinner legally. Yet, we realized 
that if we didn't get Stemac's confession 
legally at the earliest possible moment, 
we would be out of luck because the 
prisoner might change his mind. In that 
case, I knew we would be stumped be- 
cause, as I pointed out before, I believed 
a confession might be 


finding a 


our only means 
of obtaining a conviction. It’s one thing 
to have the goods on a suspect, and an- 


other thing to get a conviction in court. 

But, as luck would have it, Father 
Riseak changed his mind, consenting to 
act in the capacity of interpreter rather 
than confessor, and stating that he con- 
sidered it his duty to mankind to see 
that justice was done. So the priest 
heard Stemac's confession in detail, after 
first instructing the prisoner as to his 
constitutional rights—namely, that he 
didn't have to talk if he didn't want to. 
He got the whole appalling story, and 
translated it to one of the county stenog- 
raphers. This was it: 


SE SMAC had quarreled with the land- 
lady at the boarding-house and left 
after breakfast the day before the murder. 
That night he slept in the powder maga- 
zine, and decided to wait until Frances 
came by on her way to school in the 
morning. He knew her slightly as the 
daughter of Panion, whom he hated and 
upon whom he wanted to be revenged 
for having had him arrested. 

When he saw the girl, he overtook 
her and forced her to accompany him 
into the powder magazine. Her frantic 
screams counted for naught in the raging 
snow-storm. In the powder magazine 
with his victim, Stemac produced a 
bottle of strychnin and forced the girl 
to drink some of it. He then assaulted 
her, went for a walk, ate some lunch 
which he had carried in his pocket, and 
returned to the powder magazine. 


Frances was still alive, and Stemac 
again assaulted her. Despite her piti- 
ful pleas that he spare her life, he 


forced her to drink more of the strych- 
nin. The fiend then ate part of one of 
the cup-cakes in the girls’ lunch pail, 
and when he had finished, poured the 
remaining poison over the food. Then 
he walked over a hill, and buried the 
strychnin bottle and the paper in which 
his lunch had been wrapped. 

Stemac returned to the powder maga- 
zine an hour or so later, and found 
Frances dead. It was then that he 


straightened out her clothes, braided her 
long, silky hair in the one plait in which 
she usually wore it, pulled her hat on 
her head, and carefully placed her in a 
sleeping position, intending to indicate 
that the child had taken the poison her- 
self and then gone into a death sleep. 
Pretty clever! Then the fiend made his 
way to Iron Mountain, and remained 
there until I nabbed him in the speak- 
easy. 

The morning following his confession, 
I took Stemac to Greenland Mine, where 
he reenacted his crime. He also showed 
me where he had buried the strychnin 
bottle and lunch wrapper, and I dug up 
these two pieces of evidence. 


O I left for home, happy in the satis- 
faction that comes with work well 
done. I was sure that Justice would take 
its course. But, picture my surprise one 
day early the following December, when 
I received a telegram from District At- 
torney Jones telling me to come to On- 
tonagon at once to testify at Stemac's 
trial! The man had changed his mind, 
pleaded “Not guilty," and decided to 
stand trial. 
Stemac, I found upon my arrival ;n 


Ontonagon, had told his lawyer that his 
confession had been forced out of him 
via the third-degree route. So the 


State's forces were marshaled together, 
and Chemist Bliss took the stand. He 
pointed out to the jury, by the aid of a 
powerful microscope, the stains on the 
clothing, indicating an attack. During the 
interim, he had found two straw-colored 
hairs on the Apparel, which were similar 
to Stemac’s hair. These impressed the 
jury. 

Father Riseak took the witness-stand 
and testified that the confession had been 
obtained without duress. Panion, on the 
stand, told about Stemac’s having ad- 
mitted the crime to him. I testified to 
the man's reenactment of the crime. 

When Stemac took the stand, how- 
ever, he denied any knowledge of the 
affair. It was then that District At- 
torney Jones pulled what is known as 


a "fast one.” He gathered Father Riseak, 
Panion, Lieutenant  Karkeet, Sergeant 
Ramsay and myself together and told 


us all to stare very hard at the defen- 
dant. When Stemac saw us all glaring 
fiercely at him, he began to wince. Then 
Mr. Jones shot this question at him: 

"Did you assault Frances seven times? 

“No, no, no! Only twice!” 

It was an old trick, but Stemac fell 
for it! He had admitted his guilt before 
the jury, which took just thirty-five 
minutes to bring in a verdict of murder 
in the first degree, without a recommen- 
dation for mercy. 

In sentencing 


the prisoner, Judge 
Flanagan said he was extremely sorry 
that the laws of the State of Illinois 
did not permit capital punishment for 
such fiends. So Stemac was sentenced 
to a ninety-nine-year term of solitary 
confinement behind the grim walls of 
Marquette Prison. 


ETECTIVE Lieutenant Jack Malina will 
tell in next month's issue how the police 


net was closed on one of the cleverest robbers in 
the West, “Texas Slim’’—and how he was finally 
caught. 
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‘Denver Dude” | 


(Continued from page 64) 


wanted to shake hands with him, and 
tell him what I thought of him. 

"Then you haven't given up the idea 
of escaping?" I asked. 

“No, I haven't,” Kelly replied coolly. 
"I'll go the first chance I get, and if 
you were in my shoes, so would you! 
Isn't that right?" He looked me squarely 
in the eyes, and smiled. 

I turned without a word, and left 
him there in the middle of the prison 
yard. 


T was along about this time that we 

began to prepare for the execution of 
Catherine Beel at the prison. Catherine 
had been convicted of murdering her 
husband. I was hoping that the Gov- 
ernor would commute her sentence to 
life imprisonment, because I didn’t 
relish the idea of participating in the 
execution of a woman. Neither did my 
assistants. 

All of us were more or less upset as 
the day of the execution drew near, and 
discipline was not so rigidly enforced as 
it had been theretofore. Everybody was 
on edge, officials and prisoners. Most of 
us were thinking of and sympathizing 
with the woman in the death house, 
who was crying and sobbing day and 
night. 

On the before Catherine Beel 
was to die on the gallows, Kelly dis- 
appeared again. Again his absence was 
not discovered until we took the count 
at six o'clock. The fifty-pound ball and 
chain reposed on the bed in his cell, 
with a note addressed to me. It read: 


day 


Dear Warden: 

hope you will pardon me for 
leaving on the eve of Mrs. Beel's 
execution. It isn't a very nice thing 
for me to do, but in view of the 
fact that I haven't had a chance to 
duck in two years, I must take ad- 
vantage of this one. God knows 
when I will get another! 

Please don't waste any time look- 
ing for me, I'm not in the prison. 
When you get this, I will be many 
miles away, 

Your old friend, 
Jack Kelly 


An escape on the day before an execu- 
tion! Nobody but a prison warden can 
imagine what that means! I can't tell 
you what it meant to me and my assist- 
ants. It simply disorganized the disci- 
pline of the institution, and dynamited 
the morale of my men, I never really 
hated Kelly until that day. 

“By God," I swore, “I'll 
sweat for this!” 

There was something about that note 
which suggested that he hadn't got over 
the walls. Those words, “when you get 
this, I will be many miles away,” didn't 
sound genuine to me. 

The yard boss appeared to be the 
last man to have seen Kelly. He said 
that he had seen him about five-thirty, 


make him 


or half an hour before we took the 
count. 
"He's in the prison" I concluded. 


“He’s trying to bluff me with this note!” 
I couldn't possibly devote all my time 
to the search for Kelly. There were 


many details to be attended to before 
the execution. The gallows were in the 
east cell house. All the prisoners were 
quartered in the west cell house. I had 
to arrange accommodations for the 
newspaper men and attend to a hundred 
other matters, all of which made it nec- 
essary for me to forget Kelly and turn 
the task of finding him over to the dep- 
uty warden. From time to time through- 
out the night I consulted with my deputy. 

Day came, and no Kelly. The execu- 
tion was scheduled for seven o'clock. I 
presume many people recall the execu- 
tion of Catherine Beel. She was the 
first woman who had ever been executed 
at Beecham Prison. The man who built 
the gallows did a very poor job. He 
had miscalculated the drop necessary 
to break the poor woman's neck. When 
the trap was sprung, her body shot 
through it like a streak of lightning, 
but the head didn't disappear through 
the trap-door. The drop was too short. 
Her neck was not broken. 

There was her head protruding from 
the trap. From under the big, black 
cap which covered her head came hor- 
rible sounds. She was slowly strangling 
to death, gasping for breath, half dead, 
half alive. It was a sickening spectacle. 

When the execution was over, I took 
charge of the hunt for Kelly. I had 
been down in the old, deserted boiler 
room, and was on my way back to my 
office when I saw the undertaker's 
wagon heading for the gate. I blew my 
whistle, signaling the guard on the wall 
over the gate to stop the wagon. I ran 
over to the gate and asked the driver 
whether an officer had been present when 
the body of Catherine Bee! was put in 
the wagon. The driver said that no 
officer had been present. 

"Please let me have a look inside" I 
demanded. 

The driver got down írom his seat 
and opened the door. There was John 
Kelly crouched in a corner behind the 
cofin! 


“* A LMOST made it this time, Warden!” 

The old grin, a bit battered now, dec- 
orated his Irish face. “A little more, 
and I would have been out. Tough 
luck !” 

“Very tough!” I snapped. “This time 
I'll punish you as you have never been 
punished before. I'll thrash you within 
an inch of your life, if you don't tell 
me where you've been hiding!” 

"And you'll not punish me if I tell 
you?" he countered quickly. 

"If you tell me the truth, I'll not 
punish you," I said. “But first of all 
I want your word that you'll speak the 
truth." | 

"On my word as a man," he shot back | 
at me, "I'll tell the truth!” | 

"Let's have it, Kelly. Quick!” | 

“I was hiding under the gallows.” 

“You're a liar!” I shouted. 

"Well" he said, “I'll convince you I 
was hiding under the gallows. You 
were standing to the right of the rope. 
I could see you through a crevice in 
the gallows floor. They didn't break 
Catherine Beel's neck when they sprang 
the trap. She strangled to death. I 
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heard you say, ‘Good God Almighty!’ 
when her head didn't disappear. Here's 
some of her blood on my shoe—take a 
look!” 

His shoe had bloodstains on it. I 
knew that he was telling me the truth. 

I didn't punish him. I kept my word. 
But I did put the ball and chain back 
on his legs, and detailed a keeper to 
watch him day and night. 

"If he escapes," I warned the keeper, 
“you lose your job. So keep a close 
watch over him." 


HREE years and nine months drifted 

by. Everybody said Kelly was broken. 
The keeper who had been with him dur- 
ing those three years and nine months 
said Kelly was a changed man. He had 
got interested in the Bible. He read it 
incessantly. Eventually he talked “the 
better life” to other prisoners with whom 
he came in contact. 

“There's nothing to this crooked game,” 
he said. “All crooks are suckers, and 
when I get out of this place I am going 
straight.” 

“Can it be possible that this under- 
world panther has reformed?” I asked 
myself. 

I had my doubts. Still, I was studying 
him. I admired him tremendously, and 
very frequently I thought: “What a 
man he would be if he ever decided to 
go straight!" He had all the qualities 
necessary to*the making of a law-abid- 
ing citizen. of the highest type. 

I stopped to chat with him one after- 
noon in the yard. We discussed the 
Bible. I was wishing that he would 
ask me to take the fifty-pound ball and 
chain off his legs, but he didn't. Finally 
I asked him pointblank whether he had 
given up the idea of attempting to 
escape. 

"Have I?" His face lighted up with 
a wan smile, and a wobegone, far-away 
look crept into his blue eyes. “How 
can I say yes or no, Warden? You 
must understand that I am a human 
being. I'm weak, frail, and, like every 
other man in this prison, I am subject 
to temptations. One moment I may 
resolve to do something. The next, the 
resolution may die. Don't ask me if I 
have given up the idea of attempting 
to escape. I can't say." 

I thought I caught a note of remorse 
in his voice. He certainly didn't seem 
the same wild, care-free, chance-taking 


Kelly of six years before. Much as I 
admired him, I was afraid of him— 
afraid that he would yet beat me if I 
took the ball and chain off him. 

One night my wife and I were dis- 
cussing him. She had talked with, him 
many times, and, womanlike, she had a 
wealth of sympathy for the burglar. She 
pleaded with me to take that “terrible- 
looking thing” off Kelly’s legs. 

“He’s been carrying it for nearly six 
years,” she added. “Why dont you 
have a heart, and give the poor fellow 
a chance?” 

I think I have always been more or 
less soft-hearted. My wife’s plea moved 
me. The next day I ordered the bank 
bandit to the blacksmith’s shop, to have 
the ball and chain taken off. 

“Brace up, now, Jack!” I told him. 
“With good behavior, you'll have only 
a few more years to serve. Try and 
serve it, and go out like a man. If you 
run away, you'll never have any rest— 
the cops will be after you all the time. 
Forget about trying to escape!” 

"I'll try," he said, “but I'm not prom- 
ising you that I won't I've never 
broken my word.” 

A week later Kelly disappeared again. 
I cursed myself for being so sentimen- 
tal! My wife and I even had a little 
spat over the affair. 

“TIl put a ball and chain around his 
neck when I get him!” I stormed. “He’s 
got his last chance from me!” 


WENTY-FIVE days drifted by. Every 

part of the prison had been thoroughly 
searched. I had given up. 

“He’s beaten me at last,” I thought. 

The New England newspapers carried 
sensational accounts of the escape, and 
many stories centered around “the man 
who would never quit.” They rehearsed 
in detail every attempt to escape he had 
made during the seven years he had been 
in my charge. When I was convinced 
that he had beaten me, I told the news- 
paper men some things about him that 
they didn't know. I told them that, al- 
though he was a crook, he was one of 
the squarest men I knew, with many 
of the qualities of the finest gentleman. 
I admitted that he had outwitted my 
entire staff. 

Deep down in my heart I rejoiced 
at his escape, and wished him luck. One 
must always admire a courageous man, 

(Continued on page 76) ' 
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(Continued from page 74) 


and “Denver Dude” was certainly that. 

But he hadn’t gone to liberty beyond 
the walls! Two months after the 
day he disappeared, we found his de- 
composed body between the bars in the 
middle of the sewer under the east cell 
house. The sewer gases had probably 
rendered him lifeless when he was strug- 


gling through the bars. The big sewer 
rats had gnawed most of the flesh from 
his bones. I buried him in the prison 
graveyard beyond the walls. 

I uttered a prayer and shed a tear 
when "Denver Dude" was lowered into 
his grave. He was the gamest man I 
ever met! 


The Parrot, the Trunk and the Murder 


(Continued from page 47) 


Frey thought that secrecy was absolutely 
essential at this stage of the investiga- 
tion, and Detective Titus agreed with 
him. 

The clues upon which the detectives 
now hoped to get at the truth of the 
tragedy included a white calico shirt with 
polka-dots, which the murdered man wore. 
Under an edge which was folded and 
apparently ironed with a sinister purpose 
was the name, C. Kanfhold. 

This had been written in indelible ink, 
in script which indicated some attempt 
at disguise. 

Beneath the white linen undershirt 
which was on the body, and stuck to the 
man’s back, was a business card on which 
was printed: 

E. D. Siegel, Meats and Provisions, 205 
Throop Avenue, Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Another card read: 


London and Manchester Plate Glass 
Company, 73-75 Wooster Street, New 
York. 


These seemed clues indeed, and in this 
darkness even the faintest gleam of light 
was eagerly welcomed by the police. 
Detective Titus apprized District Attorney 
Nicoll, by telephone, of these developments. 


HILE this was transpiring in New 

York, Inspector O'Reilly, of the 
Eastern District of Brooklyn, was running 
down some clues which involved members 
of the Mafia. The Inspector believed that 
the murder bore all the earmarks of the 
malodorous assassination society, and that 
the victim had been drugged and rendered 
unconscious before he was killed. His 
men were instructed to make careful in- 
quiries about missing Italians. Two de- 
tectives were at once dispatched to Siegel's 
butcher shop, with instructions to bring 
him to Police Headquarters if he refused 
to answer any question asked him or 
showed any sign of equivocating. 

While writing these words, I can pic- 
ture and even feel once again how much 
L a newspaper reporter, was affected by 
the suppressed excitement of the sleuths 
when they entered the little butcher shop. 
I mentioned my feelings afterward to the 
detectives, and found that they had ex- 
perienced the same thing. 

Siegel, a mild-mannered man with gray 
hair and mustache and a strong, hawk- 
like -profile, became terribly excited when 
asked if he could explain how his card 
got into the murder trunk. He gesticu- 
lated wildly, and flung his arms about in 
an attitude of consternation and despair. 

“How do I know?” he exclaimed. “My 
business cards are lying around here by 
the dozen, and everybody who calls is at 
liberty to take one or more of them!” 
Then off came belt, apron and jacket. “I 


do not know any man named C. Kanf- 
hold,” he stammered, “and I feel sure 
that those who butchered the man you 
speak of were not customers of mine!” 

This latter remark, coming from a 
butcher, struck the detectives as rather 
ludicrous, but, looking at the man, 
they were impressed in spite of them- 
selves by an eerie notion that what he 
said might be true. We all walked away. 
leaving Siegel wild-eyed. 

The large force of detectives employed 
on the case, the frequent reports which 
they made to Inspector Byrnes, and the 
silence of the latter moved me profoundly. 
The detectives were divided in their opin- 
ions regarding the motive back of the 
butchery, and this was all-important, be- 
cause without establishing a motive, an in- 
dictment for murder in the first degree 
would not stand. Some thought that the 
victim was an Italian blackmailer or 
counterfeiter, and that his butchery was 
the work of the Mafia. These theorists 
pointed to the horrible mutilation of the 
body as proof of Sicilian vengeance. Others 
believed that the crime was committed by 
an indignant husband smarting under the 
belief that the victim had broken up his 
home and dishonored his wife. A few 
imagined that the victim had been held up 
by a gang whom he had double-crossed. 

Trunk manufacturers who examined the 
bloody trunk shook their heads, and ex- 
pressed the belief that the box was man- 
ufactured in Chicago. Naturally, the ques- 
tion then arose again—was the murder 
trunk shipped from Chicago to New York, 
and later shipped to Baltimore to bam- 
boozle the police? 

Being a discreet man, all that Inspector 
Byrnes could be induced by reporters to 
say on this angle of the case was: 

“T don’t know what to think!” 


HE situation was greatly complicated 

by an influx of letters from cranks and 
busybodies, offering theories and sugges- 
tions and supplying what some of them 
called “straight tips" to the police. In- 
spector Byrnes was getting more mail than 
ever before in his life, and so was Inspec- 
tor O'Reilly. 

A "hot tip" that the murdered man was 
a resident of Centerport, Long Island, 
and known there as "Chris Kaníhold," 
brought me to that resort in quest of a 
"scoop" one aíternoon. The report ran 
that “Kanfhold” had been treading the 
primrose path of dalliance since he came to 
Long Island, and getting more than the 
yellow primrose. It further stated that he 
had disappeared some weeks back, and that 
his sudden exit from the neighborhood was 
connected with threats made by a married 
man and a confession by the latter's wife. 


The alleged aggrieved husband was 
sought out and found. Asked if he knew 
"C, Kaníhold," the man cursed and spat 
out : 

“I only hope that somebody around here 
had spunk enough to kill that blankety- 
blank Dutchman !" 

These words summed up his opinion, his 
anger and contempt for the missing man. 
What he added was communicated by me 
to Inspector Byrnes, at whose request I 
withheld it from the newspapers. 

Although Byrnes and his battalion of de- 
tectives were concentrating on New York 
for clues, and Inspector O'Reilly was hope- 
ful that Brooklyn would supply the key to 
the mystery, Byrnes checked up reports 
from Chicago that an Irishman once prom- 
inent in Irish secret revolutionary societies 
had not been seen for several weeks, and 
that his friends feared that he had been 
slain by someone who wrongfully con- 
nected him with giving information to the 
3ritish Government. This man worked 
for the Chicago & Rock Island Railroad, 
the card of which was found in the “mur- 
der coffin” in Baltimore. The fierce dis- 
sentions among the two factions of Irish 
revolutionists in Chicago at the time, and 
their charges that a British spy was high 
in the councils of the Clan-na-Gael, lent 
color to the theory, that the slain man was 
a Chicagoan. 


ORD now went through underground 

channels to the reporters, that Inspec- 
tor Byrnes had sent an additional fleet oí 
detectives into Brooklyn, with all the 
chances of failure to discover the murderer 
and all the chances of success as well, and 
that he had personally assumed charge of 
the invading host. This was news—front- 
page news, at that. It indicated that 
Byrnes was not at all satisfied with the 
work of Inspector O'Reilly and his men. 
3yrnes was never popular with reporters, 
nor even with many of his own detectives. 

Titus and McLaughlin had more shining 
qualities as man-hunters, and a more ex- 
tensive knowledge of criminals and their 
ways than Inspector Byrnes, but somehow 
I always felt that the roots of the latter's 
understanding went far deeper than those 
of any of his subordinates. His conscious 
mind would often hold to superficial and 
indefensible opinions, but every now and 
then something awe-inspiring would mani- 
fest itself in him, as if he were the voice 
of an inspired being. This made him more 
interesting, in my imagination, than any 
detective I ever met. 

As a matter of fact, Byrnes never be- 
lieved that the murdered man was an 
Italian. To his way of thinking, the body 
was too large and the skin too fair to sup- 
port such an hypothesis. Well, there was 
much to be said on both sides of that prop- 
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Read what Fayro Baths 
have done for others 


“Three Fayro baths reduced my weight 


11 pounds in 8 days. I feel better than 

I have felt for years.” 

“I weigh 19 m less m feel 

younger and sleep better. mo is 
nderful." x 


wol 


“My double chin vanished in the magie 
of Fayro baths.” 


“My hips were always too prominent 
until I commenced Fayro baths. J have 
lost 12 pounds.” 


“Thank you for Fayro. I lost 14 
pounds in three weeks; feel better and 
certainly look better.” 


“Since childhood my thick enkles have 
always been a source of embarrassment. 
Fayro baths have reduced them beauti- 
fully. Thank you very much.” 


For obvious reasons names are not 
quoted but every letter published has 
been authorized and names and ad- 
dresses will be given on request. 


osition, and Byrnes was willing to accord | man. Your money refunded instantly if you want it. 
his men a reasonably free hand in what, at p^-7-----——--—-—--—-—--——-—-------- 
the best, was no easy task. i t 2 
In this connection, Byrnes told me that I y » ae Pittsburgh met 
experience had taught him that many men ! uat BU, Pt Pe, 
who always were inclined at first to differ l 2 ne sized bees = ee in plain package. i 
E A ^ > wi pay the postman * us thc necessary tage. t 
with the opinions of others, are the very | is understood that if I do ot get satisfactory E ah the 
people who end by madly adopting them. b 2 package Euh Tem toyéturn the other uo end yos will 
M è è è è a" und a S 
“Will history repeat itself in this case? : Lr irap Ag 
I ventured to ask. L EOD EMI E Rm 
As sure as to-morrow's sun rises!" he I 
replied with some heat. A disdainful ges- If each healthful bath of Fayro does not MOU E uer nah AMETE. 
ture expressed the rest of his thoughts. | fire yout weight from 2 fo 4 pounds, we ! 
be d S QN MIAR ore ag R dip Oi ves ETET EES 
At any rate, it was deemed necessary 10r | You risk nothing. Clip the coupon and mail I If you live outside the United States send International 
some experienced hand to supervise the | ittoday. |. Money Order with coupon. 
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(a secret!) 


Not a soul will know just what you have 
done to make your hair so lovely! Certainly 
nobody would dream that a single shampoo- 
ing could add such beauty—such delightful 
lustre—such exquisite soft tones! 


A secret indeed—a beauty specialist's se- 
cret! But you may share it, too! Just one 
Golden Glint Shampoo* will show you the 
way! At your dealers’, 25c, or send for free 
sample! 


*(Note: Do not confuse this with other shampoos 
that merely cleanse. Golden Glint Shampoo in 
addition to cleansing, gives your haira “'tiny-tint” 
ea wee little bit—not much—hardly perceptible. 
But how it does bring out the true beauty of 
your own individual shade of hair!) 


J. W. KOBI CO. 


624 Rainier Ave., Dept. D, Seattle, Wash, 
Please send a free sample. 


Skin Clears 
Right Up! 


In any case of pimples, blackheads, sore 
or itching skin, you must do TWO things! 
You must clear the skin of the pimples, 
blackheads, scales and blotches and also 
heal the sore and broken tissue. That’s 
what Rowles Mentho Sulphur does—the 
sulphur clears the skin while the menthol 
heals. That's why this great combination 
is putting an end to skin troubles. One 
night sees a great change in the skin. In 
two or three days the skin is of a new, clear, 
healthy whiteness. All druggists carry 
Rowles Mentho Sulphur. Be sure it's Rowles, 
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operations in the Eastern District of 
Brooklyn, which had anything but an en- 
viable- reputation among policemen at that 
time; and perhaps no better supervisor 
could have been found than Inspector 
Byrnes. 

One day shortly after this, with the 
whole country watching the swiftly shift- 
ing scenes, the efforts to solve the mystery 
gave rise to new hopes when two of the 
Inspector’s detectives reported that they 
had proof that the murder trunk had been 
shipped from the Eastern District of 
Brooklyn on Saturday, January 21st, by 
the Westcott Transfer Company, which de- 
livered it to the Adams Express Company 
in New York that afternoon. The receipt 
which they exhibited confirmed this con- 
clusion. 

Through some secret channels and stool- 
pigeons whose names were not revealed, 
and whose method of operation is not gen- 
eral, the detectives obtained other informa- 
tion relative to the trunk which led the In- 
spector to believe that Brooklyn held the 
key to the mystery. 

After studying the express receipt with 
the closest attention, Byrnes removed his 
eye-glasses. His eyes sparkled with ex- 
citement. 

“Well,” he remarked gruffly, “can you 


beat that? 


HE detective to whom this query was 

addressed smiled wanly, and tossed a 
card to the Inspector. On the card was 
engraved: 

Henry Bense, Wines and Liquors, 395 
Kent Avenue, Brooklyn, N. Y. 

“The murder trunk was shipped from 
that guy’s saloon!” said the detective, 
pointing to the name on the card. 

Byrnes beamed across the desk at the de- 
tectives. 

"Could Bense give any enlightened des- 
cription of the man who shipped it?” he 
asked. 

“He could and he did,” answered the de- 
tective. “He told me that on the morning 
of Saturday, January twenty-first, a thick- 
set man, about fifty-five years of age, of 
medium height, with gray hair and gray 
mustache, came into his saloon. After 
buying some drinks and treating all hands 
at the bar, he asked permission to leave in 
the back room a trunk which he had on 
the sidewalk, until he got an expressman 
to take it away. The permission was 
granted. 

“The man then asked for some mucilage 
and pen, ink and paper. The ink given 
him was blue, of the same shade as that 
with which the address on the murder 
trunk was written! Half an hour later, 
the expressman called for the trunk, gave 
Bense a receipt for it, and put it into his 
wagon.” 

The detective added that there was 
nothing to indicate with certainty that 
Bense was prevaricating or withholding 
any information that could throw further 
light on the tragedy. 

Another new development, the strangest 
in the case, now engrossed the attention of 
Inspector Byrnes. One of his detectives 
made a report which filled him with radiant 
energy. This was to the effect that “some- 
thing unusual” was taking place in the 
apartment of Edward Unger, on the fifth 
floor of a tenement at 22 Ridge Street, 
Manhattan. An elderly woman who lived 
in the tenement was complaining that the 


rooms were the scene of misconduct of 
some kind. 

“The parrot,” she remarked to the gro- 
cer, “is raising the dickens! Nobody ever 
heard that bird screaming so loudly or so 
frequently. All I could understand of his 
gab was, ‘Where's Gus? Where's 
Gusf orem 

Inspector Byrnes was just about to send 
a detective post-haste to the house of the 
parrot, when another sleuth reported that 
a trunk like the murder container had been 
delivered by Dodd's Express Company 
from 546 West. Fortieth Street a few 
months back, to the rooms of Edward Un- 
ger of 22 Ridge Street! Unger had signed 
a receipt for the trunk. 

Now, Byrnes had good reason to know 
that 546 West Fortieth Street is in the 
heart of a district in New York City 
known as "Hell's Kitchen," famous in 
police annals for crimes of the most varie- 
gated and startling character. To venture 
there alone late at night was equivalent to 
making a rendezvous with death. 

Could it be possible that the murder had 
been committed in Hell's Kitchen? This 
was a question that now loomed large in 
the mind of Byrnes. The character oí the 
district made the conclusion extremely 
plausible. But there were other possibili- 
ties that might dim the new hypothesis. 

Ridge Street was seldom on its good be- 
havior. It was in the heart of New York's 
Ghetto, a district full of puddles and mud- 
holes, and obstructed with all kinds of ped- 
dlers' push-carts and every conceivable 
kind of rubbish. After nightfall its nar- 
row, gloomy streets became the haunt of a 
flock of dangerous malefactors, panhand- 
lers and tramps, who hid in doorways or 
deserted houses, and varied the monotony 
by robbing passers-by and throwing bricks 
at policemen. 


EVERTHELESS and notwithstanding, 
respectable people lived on Ridge 
Street, and resented any slurs cast upon it. 
When a detective called at the Unger 
apartment, he found the door locked. 
Climbing up by the fire-escape to the 
windows, he peered through. 

At sight of him, the parrot began voci- 
ferating loudly, screaming at the top of 
his voice: 

"Where's Gus? ... 
WHERE'S GUS?" 

The tenement was inhabited by about 
fifty people. All those at home were ques- 
tioned by the detective, and asked if they 
knew anybody who answered to the name 
of “Gus,” or “Gus Bohles.” 

A shrug of the shoulders—“me no un- 
derstand no Engleesh"—was the stereo- 
typed reply. 

The grocer next door, however, was 
more communicative. He told the detec- 
tives something that fired their imagina- 
tions, and filled them with renewed hope of 
solving the mystery. 

A close watch was kept on the house by 
detectives until Unger's son, a weak-minded 
boy of seventeen years, came home in the 
evening. He had scarcely shut the door 
behind him when two detectives rushed in- 
to the apartment. 

The rooms presented such a spectacle, 
that the men remained for a moment rooted 
to their places with unspeakable horror! 

Everything about the three squalid lit- 
tle rooms denoted that they had been the 
scene of a terrible crime not many days 


Gus Bohles! . .. 


back. The front room, and the sofa 
upon which somebody had been sleeping, 
were splashed with blood. There was 
blood in the sink in the kitchen, on a big 
carving knife, on a saw, on a sledge-ham- 
mer—on almost everything. The walls 
of the sitting room were covered with pic- 
tures, photographs, lithographs, and re- 
productions of engravings. Nearly all were 
of women clad only in their loveliness. 
Several books were scattered about. Among 
these was a paper-covered copy of Emile 
Gaboriau's Monsieur Lecoq, with the book 
opened at the description of the murder 
with which the story begins. Attempts 
had been made to wash the blood-stains 
from the floor, but the results were fruit- 
less. 

Young Unger was surly and uncommuni- 
cative. Threatened with arrest and the cal- 
aboose if he did not answer questions, the 
boy finally stated that he was employed in 
a printing office in Cedar Street. He had 
not seen his father for several days, he 
said, and gave evasive answers to all ques- 
tions relative to the blood-stains. 

“Where is Gus? Where is 
screamed the parrot suddenly. 

“That bird must love Gus!” 
detective. 

“Gus used to bring it things it liked to 


Gus?” 


remarked a 


eat,” answered the boy. 
The detectives glanced at each other 
swiftly. To their questions concerning 


"Gus's" identity and present whereabouts, 
young Unger replied gruffly: 

"Gus was my father's partner in a saloon 
around the corner. He went to Chicago a 
couple of weeks ago." 

"He must have some money, to be able 
to take such a trip," suggested a detective, 
who by this time had established pleasant 
relations with the boy. 


H, he had money to burn!" replied 
the boy, adding, “He had a big wad 
in the Franklin Savings Bank at Forty- 
second Street and Eighth Avenue, and in 
Chicago and English banks." 
“Don't you believe it!" remarked the de- 
tective. 
"Well, I ought to know," answered the 
boy with some irritation. "I saw his bank- 
books, and I heard my father ask him to 
start me in the printing business—he said 
that l'd make good, and pay him every 
cent he lent me!” 
"What did he say 
detective. 
"He said he could not spare the money," 
replied the boy. 
“I suppose your father didn't like that 


to that?" asked the 


The boy smiled grimly, and said: 

"He didn't like it a small bit, and he told 
Gus that if he didn't come across, he'd 
feel sorry for it!” 

“Did Gus have a trunk?” 

Young Unger guffawed. 

"Yes, and a big one!" he replied. 

The detective asked another leading 
question regarding the shirt with the polka- 
dots, but the lad ignored it and changed the 
subject. And that was all of that. 

Which brings us back once more to the 
elder Unger, and to Brooklyn. 

Quick action by the detectives was now 
necessary in several quarters at once. 
Another watch was placed on the Unger 
home by detectives stationed in a room at 
44 Grand Street, which commanded a view 
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dreds of other men' 
below for Free Ampoule. 
I was just as bald as this 


actly like I used to Then look 
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that I am 


Men 


WhatIaccomplished on my own 
head and on other heads I can 
do for you, provided you are 
under 45 years of age and loss 
of hair was not caused by burns 
or scars. Anyhow, I must suc- 
ceed or you pay nothing. No 
apparatus. My home treatment 
is simple, quick, inexpensive, 


Mail This 
Free Coupon 


Mail the coupon today—Right Now 
—I will send you, immediately, one 
full Ampoule of my marvelous fluid 
which I discovered, of which Ihold 
the secret and which grew my own 
hair on my own bald head. Besides 
the Free Ampoule of Fluid, I will 
send photographs, names and ad- 
dresses of men and women who 
successfully used m 
Fluid for Dandruff, 
Hair and Baldness. 


VREELAND 


2704 Euclid-Windsor Bldg. 
Cleveland, Ohio - 


no C.O.D. No charge whatsoever. 
show you how easily I grew hair on my own and bun 
s heads, Merely mail the coupon 
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Quick, 
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Here is 
Brennan 


Brennan while 
he was bald. 


And Brennan af- 

ter Vreeland grew 

his hair. Write 

and I will tell you 

Brennan's story 

and give you his 
address, 


Here is * 
Wiseman 


Wiseman was 
bald like this, 
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pw this head of 

air with my won- 
derful hair grow- 
ing fluid. All 
about Wiseman 
and how he did it, 
if you write. You 
wil get his ad- 
dress, too. 
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Loving beauty comes 
to loving EYES 


i every woman's eyes slumbers en- 
chanting loveliness that awaits the 
magic touch of this smart lash dressing 
to flower and bloom gloriously. For when 
the eyes are framedin a bewitching fringe 
of soft, luxuriant lashes they look their 
loveliest. And waterproof Liquid Winx 
achieves this sought-for effect without the 
slightest hint of artificiality. It is easy to 
apply and remove. It is safe. Where you 
buy your beauty aides purchase Liquid 
Winx. Only 75c, complete. Two shades, 
black and brown, 


If a cake lash dressing 
is preferred, there's 
uite so effective 


Sold wherever Li. 
uid Winx is sol 


none 75c complete. Ross 
as Cake Winx (two Com; y, 250 W. 
shades, brown, black). 17th St., New York. 


BUST DEVELOPE 


My Big Three Part Treatment is the 
ONLY ONE that gives FULL 
DEVELOPMENT without bathing, 
exercises, pumps or other danger- 
ous absurdities. send I a 
GUARANTEED TWO DOLLAR 
14-DAY FR 
TREATMENT 


If yousend a DIME toward expenses, 
‘A Large Aluminum Box of my Won- 
er Cream included.) Plain wrapper. 

IS IT WORTH 10c TO YOU? 

not, your dime back by first mail. 

Address NOW, with ten cents only 

Madame G. C. Williams, Buffalo, N.Y. 


quickly, surely soothed 


Needless for you to suffer the 
torture of piles when quick, sure, 
safe relief is so easy. UNGUEN- 
TINE RECTAL CONES 
soothe the dreadful itching, 
check the bleeding at once, 
At all druggists—75¢. Trial 
FREE. Write today. If a lax- 
ativeisneeded,also,use NOROL- 
AGAR. It is so safe and mild a 
lubricant that doctors prescribe 
it even for children. The No 
wich Pharmacal Co., Dept. T D-4, 
Norwich, N. Y. 
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of Unger's apartment. Other detectives 
rushed over to Siegel's butcher shop in 
Brooklyn. 

“Do you know a man named Ed Unger?” 
asked a detective. 

"I do," responded Siegel, who by this 
time had become quite used to detectives. 
"In November last, he and a good-looking 
German about thirty-five years of age, with 
blond hair and mustache, about five feet, 
nine inches tall, called on me. Unger said 
his companion had just come from Eng- 
land, where he manufactured sheep casings 
used to pack sausage meat in. They asked 
permission to leave six kegs of the casings 
in my shop until they could sell them. I 
granted their request. On leaving, they 
took a bunch of my business cards with 
them, and if any of these have been used 
in any crooked way, Unger and his friend 
will be able to tell you! They sold the 
last keg of the casings a month ago, and 
that was the last I saw of them." 

"Did you notice the kind of shirt that 
Unger' companion wore on that occa- 
sion ?" 

Siegel became very thoughtful. 
some introspection, he replied : 

"A white one, with black or blue little 
spots." 

"Polka-dots, you mean," suggested the 
inquisitor. 

“That’s the right name for them, I be- 
lieve." 

After this, it was small wonder that the 
detectives could think of little else except 
to locate Unger! This does not mean that 
they ceased running down other clues, or 
that they felt certain that Unger was the 
real murderer. They felt, however, that 
he was the most substantial clue, and they 
had no evidence against anybody else that 
would justify a magistrate in holding him 
overnight. 

But talking about Unger, and catching 
him, were two different things, as far 
apart from each other as the poles. No- 
body in the house could throw any light 
upon his whereabouts. The janitress re- 
called that he and a handsome young Ger- 
man had quarreled one night, and that the 
German was seen no more. 


After 


HE grocer from whom they purchased 

provisions said that Unger and the Ger- 
man lodger, “Gus,” always left the key of 
their rooms in his store until they or young 
Unger returned from work in the evening. 
The lodger's first name, he said, was Au- 
gust. The neighbors called Unger “Cap- 
tain," because he had served in the Navy. 

In the belief that the Navy Department 
might furnish some tangible clue to Un- 
ger's hiding-place, Inspector Byrnes sent a 
detective to Washington. The latter re- 
turned with the information that Unger 
was dismissed from the United States 
Navy for stealing a bale of sheeting from 
the gunboat South Carolina, and that he 
had admitted his guilt to Secretary Welles. 

From some mysterious source, Byrnes 
learned that Gus Bohles had lived for 
some time in Chicago, where he dealt in 
sheep casings. Thinking that New York 
was a better field for the business, Bohles 
came to New York and rented a furnished 
room at 546 West Fortieth Street. Im- 
mediately after settling there, Bohles had 
answered an advertisement in the Staats- 
Zeitung for a partner in a saloon con- 
ducted by Edward Unger on Ridge Street. 


The men became partners, but the business 
had soon gone on the rocks. 

Inspector Byrnes now had a light heart. 
He had connected the roomer of 546 West 
Fortieth Street with Unger, and had proof 
that the former had lived in Unger'$ rooms 
and disappeared aíter a quarrel with the 
latter over money" matters. 

The Inspectof, however, was far from 
certain that he had evidence enough to con- 
vict Unger of having killed his lodger. 
He had a hunch that Unger was the mur- 
derer and Bohles the victim—but hunches 
don't stand in a court of law. 

If Unger committed a murder, reasoned 
Byrnes, he must have had assistants or ac- 
complices. Alone and unaided, he could not 
carry the trunk containing the mutilated 
body downstairs to the sidewalk; he could 
not have carried it over to Brooklyn. 
Moreover, Saloonkeeper Bense recalled 
that an Italian had helped to carry the 
trunk írom the sidewalk to his saloon. 
These reflections worried Byrnes. He had 
no doubt that Unger was the key to the 
mystery, and that his arrest would dissipate 
all other theories. 


AD anybody else any possible motive to 

do away with Bohles, assuming that 
Bohles was the victim? The Inspector could 
learn of none. A man planful enough to 
have plotted such an awful butchery must 
have weighed his chance of covering up his 
tracks, and of snapping his fingers at the 
police and the Law. 

No warrant had yet been asked for Un- 
ger's arrest, because, as Byrnes frankly 
told me—in confidence, of course—the 
police had no evidence against him that 
would warrant the Grand Jury's indicting 
him. 

The detectives were given another big 
eye-opener when Peers & Brothers, print- 
ers, of 15 Cedar Street, by whom young 
Unger was employed, identified the card of 
the Manchester Plate Glass Company, 
found in the "murder coffin" in Baltimore, 
as one of those that they printed for the 
company. Strangely enough, young Un- 
ger admitted that he had brought a few of 
those cards to his father's home one night, 
and that Bohles had praised the work- 
manship. 

Youhg Unger's admission caused the de- 
tectives to redouble their efforts to appre- 
hend the boy's father. As mentioned be- 
fore, his home was under the closest es- 
pionage by the police. 

This espionage at last had results! 

One day, a man came walking down 
Ridge Street, answering the description of 
Unger. He looked cautiously about the 
street and up at the windows in the tene- 
ment where the Ungers lived, and then fur- 
tively ambled away. Two detectives fol- 
lowed the suspect. 

A half grin creased a detective's face as 
he approached the suspect and asked, apol- 
ogetically : 

*You are Captain Unger, are you not?" 

“Yes,” said the much-wanted man, coldly 
and disdainfully. “I am Captain Unger. 
Who are you?" 

*We are police officers, and you had bet. 
ter come along with us!” 

"What for?" demanded Unger, in a 
scornful tone. He was frightened, but 
tried to conceal his real feelings. 

"Inspector Byrnes wants to see you at 
Police Headquarters," was the reply. 


“Me?” grunted Unger, stalling for time. 

“Yes, you and nobody else!” 

A mad fury blazed in the prisoner's 
eyes; a convulsive sneer distorted his fea- 
tures. 

“Let me see your badges, if you are po- 
licemen !" he demanded. 

The insignia of authority shown him, 
Unger's expression underwent a complete 
change; his face evinced the perfect in- 
difference of a man accustomed to such an 
ordeal. He accompanied the detectives 
without further ado to Headquarters. 

In the meantime, Inspector Byrnes had 
set the stage for a “third degree” coup by 
which he hoped, in just such an emergency, 
to draw from Unger the awful secret 
which he thought the prisoner might be 
hiding. He felt certain that the suspect 
could not dissemble when actually con- 
fronted with the murder trunk, the polka- 
dot shirt, and the implements with which 
the police believed the murder was com- 
mitted. He felt sure that the gruesome 
sight would force the niost hardened crim- 
inal, if guilty, to lose self-control and to 
make some incriminating admissions. 

Accordingly, Unger was confronted im- 
mediately with the trunk and other para- 
phernalia of the crime. 

“Where did you see this trunk before?” 
asked Byrnes of the prisoner. 

"[ never saw it before!" answered Un- 
ger, with bluntness and directness. 

“How about this?" asked Byrnes, hold- 
ing up the white shirt with the polka-dots. 

“Never saw it until now!” was the reply. 

"Ever see those before?" queried the In- 
spector, pointing to the hammer, the saw 
and the razor. 

"Never before." 


HE prisoner's denials continued, as the 

bloody sofa and other telltale exhibits 
found in his home were indicated to him. 
He sat there facing his questioner with a 
scowl on his brow, his eyes dilating a lit- 
tle as they met the Inspector's glance. 
'Then, when the questioning ceased, he vol- 
unteered one piece of information which 
nobody asked for, and which nobody par- 
ticularly wished to hear. 

"If I done anything wrong you've got to 
prove it!" he growled. 

Cumulative evidence of the participation, 
at least, of Unger in the horrible butchery, 
had now reached a point where its weight 
was simply irresistible. He was locked up 
in a cell at Police Headquarters, and told 
to send for Byrnes whenever he wished to 
talk. 

"This man, Unger, is clever," 
Inspector to me, "and it will not be easy to 
get him to talk. But I'm satisfied that the 
murder is no longer a mystery !" 

Unger was placed in a cell between those 
of two thieves who hated a murderer just 
as much as any law-abiding citizen does. 

The murder trunk and the bloody sofa 
were placed in front of the cell. 

"You're trying to hang me, ain't you?" 
he sneered to Inspector Byrnes in caustic 
irritation, as he saw the trunk and soía 
piled before his temporary prison. 

"You know better than I whether you 
killed Gus Bohles or not," said Byrnes, 
with a beautiful assumption of indifference. 

Inquiries at the Franklin Savings Bank 
had shown that in October, 1886—the year 
preceding the murder—Bohles had $1,000.00 
on deposit there, and that some time later 


said the 
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Ask your slender friends how to end it 


Don’t starve— 


SOME years ago, Science made a great 
discovery in respect to excess fat. A cause 
was found in a defective gland—the 
thyroid gland—which largely controls 
nutrition. 


The thyroid secretion, when normal, 
helps turn food into fuel and energy. 
When it is scant, too much food goes 
to fat. 


Many tests were made on animals 
which were over-fat. The reports proved 
that feeding thyroid brought reduction. 
It also brought new health, new energy. 
Then tests were made on people, with 
like results. Now physicians the world 
over combat excess fat in this way. 


A 21-year record 


WHEN this method met scientific 
approval, it was embodied in the Mar- 
mola prescription. It is compounded 
under direction of some of the greatest 
gland experts. 


Now Marmola has been used for 21 
years — millions of boxes of it. You 
can see in every circle how conditions 
have changed. Excess fat is far less 
common. 


Marmola has been a leading factor in 
that change. Users have told others about 
it. The use has grown to enormous pro- 
portions. Now most folks have friends 


don’t follow follies—correct the cause 


who can tell and show them what Mar- 
mola does. 


No radical means 


USERS of Marmola do not starve by 
rigid diet, though moderation helps. 
They do not overtax the heart by exercise. 
They do not spend time and money on 
mere follies, which never can reduce. 


They aim at the cause, and seek to 
correct it ina scientific way. They take 
four tablets of Marmola daily. They know 
just what they are taking, and why. Each 
box of Marmola contains theformula com- 
plete. Also the reason for all good effects. 


With reduction comes new vitality, 
new youth. Ask anyone about you who 
grew slender in this way. 


Do what they did 


TRY the method which has served so 
many for so long. Methods wrong and 
ineffective come and go. This right 
method grows and grows in favor as 
more people learn about it. 


Go get Marmola, for the sake of beauty, 
health, vitality and youth. When you see 
all its good effects, tell your friends 
about it. 


Marmola prescription tablets are sold 
by all druggists at $1 per box. Any 
druggist who is out will get chem 
from his jobber. 


MARMOLA 


Prescription Tablets — The Ri 


Right Way to Reduce 
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Imagine a lamp that stands 
up or hangs on the wall, 
moves anywhere, and 
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desk. Concealed base un- 
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tion. And shade tilts to any 
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he had over $3,500.00. He was well and 
favorably known at the bank, where none 
believed that he had any enemies. 

A great crowd of curiosity seekers edged 
their way into the Tombs Police Court on 
January 28th, when Unger was arraigned 
before Magistrate Duffy on a short affi- 
davit of a detective, charging him with 
having murdered August Bohles. The pris- 
oner was represented by Abe Hummel, of 
the law firm of Howe & Hummel. 

When asked if he wished to say any- 
thing, Unger replied, with a slight sneer: 

"Im not guilty; that's all!" 

In the court-room, Saloonkeeper Bense 
identified Unger as the man who had 
brought the trunk to his saloon on Kent 
Avenue, Brooklyn, on the morning of the 
day it was taken from there by the West- 
cott Transfer Company's wagon. 

“That man Bense is a liar!" roared Un- 
ger. "I never saw the fellow before, and 
I never stood in his grog-shop !" 

Unger was held without bail, 
turned to Police Headquarters. 


and re- 


BOUT this time, August Belcher, a 
butcher, of 695 Ninth Avenue, New 
York, told Inspector Byrnes that Bohles 
had been born in East Prussia, and became 
a partner of his in Glasgow. Later he be- 
came a partner of a man named Forrester 
in Bradford, England, their business being 
the cleansing and preparation of beef and 
sheep casings for sausages. Bohles then 
came to the United States, and after a trip 
through, Oregon and Washington, settled 
in Chicago. . The preceding July, he had 
come to New York and sold sheep casings, 
until he became a partner of Unger in the 
saloon, and afterward in the sausage meat 
business. The partnership had continued 
up to the date of Bohles’ disappearance. 

With these and other facts in his pos- 
session, District Attorney Delancey Nicoll 
asked the Grand Jury to indict Unger for 
murdering —Bohles. A true bill was 
promptly found. William F. Howe, of 
Howe & Hummel, appeared for the pris- 
oner when the latter was called to plead 
to the indictment. 

"Not guilty, vour Honor," said Mr. 
Howe, who expressed the strongest belief 
in his client's innocence. “The whole thing 
is a pipe-dream of the police," added the 
veteran criminal lawyer. "The mystery is 
yet unsolved !" 

And unsolved it undoubtedly was, while 
the following material questions remained 
unanswered : 

“Has the dead man's head been found? 


“If the head has not been discovered, 
how can the corpus delicti be established? 

“If the corpus delicti be not established, 
how can there be a conviction for murder ? 

"If Unger slew Bohles, how did he get 
the trunk over to Brooklyn? Who helped 
him to carry it downstairs from 22 Ridge 
Street to the sidewalk? Who assisted Un- 
ger in taking the trunk to Henry Bense's 
saloon in Brooklyn, and then disappeared ? 

"Who witnessed the murder? 

"Apart from Unger, were 
others who would benefit by 
appearance ?” 

And all these questions were finally an- 
swered by the prisoner himself! 

The continued presence of the gory trunk 
and other telltale evidence in front of his 
cell, finally weakened Unger, and led him, 
on January 3lst, to seek an interview with 
Inspector Byrnes. 

“I can't stand this any longer," he said 
shakily, pointing to the bloody trunk. “I 
defended myself! J killed Bohles. 1 had 
a right to do it! 

“He lived with me and my boy since De- 
cember, and paid half the rent of our 
rooms, seven dollars and fifty cents a 
month, and one-third of the other expenses. 

"On the night of January twentieth, I 
went to poke the fire in the stove. Bohles 
cursed me, and put his hand to his hip 
pocket. I thought he was going to kill 


there not 
Johles' dis- 


me. I struck him on the head with the 
poker. The blow killed him. 
“Then, fearing arrest and disgrace, | de- 


cided to hide the body. I put it under the 
sofa on which Bohles used to sleep, and 
left it there all aight.” 

Unger stared at the 
brooding silence. Pretty 
his story. 


while in 
resumed 


floor a 
soon he 


HE following morning I made up my 
mind to cut the body in pieces. I tried 
to get a bag to put it in, but could not find 
one strong enough, so I bought a couple of 
yards of rubber cloth at eighty cents a 
vard to wrap it in. This I spread on the 
floor of the sitting room. First I cut off 
the head, next both legs and then the arms, 
close to the shoulders. But the legs were 
too long to put into the trunk, so I cut off 
both feet, and was then able to get all the 
parts in the trunk, except his head. I 
packed his head in a newspaper, put a 
string around the package, placed it under 
my arm and threw it into the East River 
from a Grand Street ferry-boat." 
Here Unger paused, as if remorse had 
overcome him. He moistened his dry lips. 


Pursued By Outlaws and Officers 


IN a road a hundred miles from nowhere, Jerry Maguire's swift car 

is passed by an even swifter motor-cycle, and Jerry sighs in relief. 

He had feared it was a cop. Yet something happened in that split 
second of passing—something which was to send Jerry driving desper- 
ately across the desert, pursued by outlaws and officers alike, by his 
side the sister of the girl with whom he had hoped to elope, and in his 


tonneau a fortune in one-thousand-dollar bills! 


Read what it was in 


Reckless Roads, a stirring serial of speed that begins in thé April TALEs 


OF DANGER AND DARING. 


Eight other stories of action and adventure up and down the earth 
are in this issue, in addition to two articles about real men who risk 


their lives every day, and sixteen pages of rotogravure. 


The April 


TALES OF DANGER AND DaniNc, a Macfadden publication, price 25c, 
is on sale March 15th at all news stands. 


When he had regained his composure, he 
was asked, "What did you do next?” 

“When everything had been packed into 
the trunk and the lid locked, I gave an 
Italian twenty-five cents to help me take it 
downstairs and into a beer saloon on Grand 
Street, where I left it while hunting 
around for an express or a peddler's wagon 
to take it across the river to Williamsburg, 
in Brooklyn. Finally, I hailed a passing 
driver, and gave him fifty cents to take it 
to Henry Bense's saloon in Williamsburg, 
where I often spent evenings drinking 
beer and playing pinochle. 

“Then I thought of Baltimore as the best 
place to ship the trunk to. I had often 
heard that the police there were a sleepy 
lot, and I thought they would not bother 
themselves about something that was not 
done in their burg !" 

"Who helped you to take the trunk into 
Bense's saloon?" queried Byrnes. 

"The Italian what keeps a bootblack 
stand around the corner. I gave him a 
dime, and a schooner of beer." 

When Unger was brought to trial be- 
fore Judge George C. Barrett in the Court 
of Oyer and Terminer, on February 13th, 
the feet of Justice had made a record quick 
pace. Crowds struggled for admission to 
the court-room to see one of the most 
cold-blooded murderers of the age. Women 
were in the majority. 


OR five days the prisoner listened to 

evidence showing that he had cut up 
Bohles as a butcher would a calf. The de- 
fendant was as silent as the grave. He 
seemed to take little or no interest in the 
stories told by the witnesses for the prose- 
cution. 

Lawyer Howe subjected the witnesses to 
a grueling cross-examination, but could not 
shake their stories in any way. 

There was a great stir in the court- 
room on February 17th, when Mr. Howe 
said; 

“Captain Unger, please take the stand!” 

Then, calmly, as if he were discussing 
the weather, Unger told a thrilling story, 
the story of a horrible battle of the tene- 
ments, that sounded like the dream of Eu- 
gene Aram from the lips of an accom- 
plished actor. 

Stated briefly, it was to the effect that 
he never intended to murder Bohles, but 
struck him with the poker in self-defense. 
When he saw that the blow had caused the 
death of his partner and lodger, he dis- 
membered the body and disposed of it in 
the way indicated. 

“Did you take any money from the man’s 
pockets before cutting up the body?” asked 
the District Attorney. 

“Yes, all he had—and that was only five 
dollars!” replied the witness in a hoarse, 
discordant voice. 

“What did you do with the money?” 

“Bought whisky and beer with it, and 
paid the Italians and others who helped me 
move the trunk.” 

On February 17th, the case was given to 
the jury who, after a few minutes’ delib- 
eration, found the prisoner guilty of man- 
slaughter in the first degree. Judge Bar- 
rett was very much dissatisfied with the 
verdict, and told the jury that the evidence 
justified a verdict of murder in the first 
degree. 

"The defendant's deliberate attempt to 
conceal the crime, the ruthless and awful 
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For only $1.00 deposit you can have a suit | 
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Then cach got rid of her own 
share of useless fat and now 
they are so happy that they want 
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ple, easy and —É Kle 

dna Klein, 
Lost 15 Lbs. whose photo ap- 
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since she used Korein. “I had a 
double chin. My arms were flabby 
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manner in which he disposed of the body, 
and the carefully prepared story he told 
on the witness-stand, point to the con- 
sciousness of his guilt, and that that guilt 
involves wilful and premeditated murder,” 
said the Judge. He imposed the maximum 
sentence upon the convicted slayer—twenty 
years with hard labor in the State prison 
at Sing Sing. 

There are those who may think that the 
speedy solution of this mystery was an 
accident. As a matter of fact, there has 


never been a successful man-hunt which 
was the more direct result of real detective 
instinct, power of penetration, imperturb- 
able coolness, shrewdness, and hard work 
on the part of the police—faculties as rare 
as they are remarkable! 

Detective William W. McLaughlin, who 
had charge of the case under Chief Byrnes, 
was highly commended for his handling of 
it. His two assistants were Titus and 
“Mike” Crowley. McLaughlin later be- 
came Chief of Detectives. 


How “Silent Phil’s” Racket Trapped Him 


(Continued from page 52) 


the daughter of a prominent manufacturer 
in Indiana, She was returned to her people. 

The arrests quoted here are only a 
few from the criminal record of a most 
colorful career. There are many other 
items in his record “so far as known.” 
That phrase “so far as known" is al- 
ways put on a criminal record, because 
the record is never assumed to be com- 
plete. He might have been arrested any 
number of times and not finger-printed— 
for even at this late date there are many 
police departments throughout the country 
without proper equipment, or experts. For 
instance, it was not until 1921 that so 
up-to-date and progressive a city as Louis- 
ville, Kentucky, established a finger-print 
bureau. 

During his active career of 29 years— 
betwten 1894 and 1923—the only years 


in which Lambele was not reported ar- 


rested, or in jail, are 1897, 1918 and 
1920-1921. 
Of course the criminal record shows 


only the times he was caught, but Lam- 
bele suspected of being connected 
with many large criminal enterprises. It 
is known that he was always well heeled 
and a high liver, and his connections with 
the underworld were such that he was 
always able to obtain bail, no matter 
how high the bond. 


was 


He was called "Silent" because he 
never gave up on an accomplice, always 
"taking the rap" himself. 

ict 


The Celluloid Kid 


FEW years ago about fifty flat bur- 
glaries occurred within the space of 

a few months in high-class apartment 
houses in a restricted residential section 
of New York, all within a radius of less 
than a mile. In each case there was 
nothing to show how the apartment was 
entered—all doors and windows being in- 
tact, and locked, as left by tenants when 
they went out. All these burglaries took 
place in the daytime, during the tempo- 
absence of the occupants. In no 
case were finger-prints found, nor was 
any clue left, except 
At last, in going over “with a fine-tooth 
comb” the premises where one of these 
burglaries took place, one of the detec- 
tives found a small broken piece of cellu- 
loid card—practically a chip, with a worn, 
ragged edge. It didn't look important, 
but none of the tenants remembered see- 
ing it before, nor could it be identified 


rary 


as being part of anything in the apart- 
ment. It was found under the edge of 
a rug just inside the entrance. 

The detective pocketed the piece of 
celluloid. 

Later, in talking the matter over with 
his confréres, one of them suddenly re- 
called having heard somewhere of some- 
one called the “Celluloid Kid.” He ex- 
plained that he had not given any thought 
to this cognomen, as he had associated it 
with “film,” and assumed that it referred 
to someone connected with the motion pic- 
ture world. 


OWEVER, careful inquiry, through 

underworld channels, soon resulted in 
the young man who carried that alias being 
“fingered” by an informer. If any reader 
does not know what “fingered” means, it 
may be explathed that it is one of those 
singularly apt terms of underworld jargon 
meaning “to place a finger on,” or, “to 
point out.” It is usually done by the 
“stool” approaching the man to be iden- 
tified, and by familiarly slapping him on 
the back, or shaking hands, or handing 
him something, or by any other prear- 
ranged signal, establishing an unmistak- 
able identification. 

Just as the detectives had located the 
abode of their suspect, and were "planted" 
on it, planning to tail him to a "job," his 
apartment was raided by detectives of the 
Narcotic Bureau. They had learned that 
one William Unkleback, one of Dick 
Whittemore's pals (Whittemore was later 
hanged at Baltimore, Maryland) had been 
smoking “hop” in this apartment. They 
secured an opium layout, a quantity of 
narcotics, and a trunkload of loot from 


burglarized apartments. It was learned 
that three trunks had previously been 
shipped to Canada. 

The "Celluloid Kid," whose real name 
was Albert Lalonde, went to Sing Sing. 
He was only recently “sprung” (re- 
leased), and if complaints of any more 


similar flat burglaries are received, the 
modus operandi file at Police Headquar- 
ters will at once point out the “Celluloid 
Kid" as a suspect. (See photo, page 52.) 

There is another suspect on this par- 
ticular list—the man who taught Lalonde. 
But at present he is doing a long 
"stretch." It is a difficult trick, but these 
two men worked it to perfection, and it 
is claimed that with a strip of celluloid 
they could spring any lock, except a cer- 
tain well-known make. 

While this overlapping of activities by 
two distinct squads of detectives deprived 
those who worked up the case of a glori- 


ous culmination in effecting the arrest of 
Lalonde on a “job,” it shows the efficiency | 
of the police in tracking down Lalonde 
along two different paths. Anyway, he 
was due for a long "ride" and got it. | 
Modus operandi shows there is another 
way of opening locked doors from the 
outside—doors that are bolted on the in- 
side. It would perhaps not be wise to 
explain this method here, but this much 
can be stated, however, namely, that the 
operation takes place through the keyhole. 


*Get the Man 


Higher Up" | 


(Continued from page 60) 


sufficient to enable them to study my 
features. After that, it would be next 


to suicide for me to go near an under- 
world resort. 

Suddenly I paused, my pulses pounding. 
A bird cry had come from within a few 
feet of me. Unfortunately, I had walked 
directly among my enemies, who were 
closing in! High time to act. And better 
against one man than two. 

Clubbing my gun, I made a slight sound 
with my foot, next uttered a hiss. The 
answer came at once, and a figure pushed 
around the bushes before me. I caught a 
momentary glint of light on a steel barrel. 

Setting myself, I brought the butt of 
my weapon down. The unknown uttered 
a cry, and dropped. Whirling, I raced 
through the trees, reached and vaulted the 
rear hedge, and sped across the roadway. 
I heard a pistol bark twice, but the shots 
went wild. Shouts, and the shrill of a 
police whistle, drove me to greater speed. 
I gained the protection of the opposite 
hedge, dodged in the shadows to the next 
street, then through more yards until 
sounds of pursuit had died away. 


OR the moment, I had outwitted my 

adversaries. 

Back in my rooms, I began to take stock 
of what I actually knew, and to plan for 
the future. 

Up to a few months previous, a ring, 
with subdivisions in all parts of the city, 
had been responsible for most local crime. 
The openly acknowledged head of this 
gangster organization was one Barney 
("Dynamite") Valenti, so nicknamed be- 
cause his racketeers usually employed that 
explosive in bombs, when forcing settle- 
ments in fake strikes. He made a show of 


decency by operating one of the city's 
largest florist shops. However, it was 
generally understood he was only the 


mouthpiece for the mysterious master di- 
rector, the one who not only planned the 
greater crimes and was paid a most 
liberal cut on all plunder and graft, but 
who dictated which men were to receive 


the political support of the underworld. 
Valenti’ lieutenant was a crook of 
the thug type and a known murderer, 


"Rags" Moscarello, who, it was said, while 
posing as the proprietor of a laundry, per- 
sonally supervised the bombings and com- 
manded the "torpedoes," or gunmen. 
However, the Valenti mob was not then 
enjoying its former monopoly. Some 
months previous, Joe Carrome, a notorious 
dive keeper, and Angie, who passed as his 
wife, reached the city after being driven 


from New York by the police. The woman 
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Nash 
Sedan 


$2,750.00 


Someone who answers this ad will receive, absolutely free, a fully equipped 
7-Passenger, Advanced Six Nash Sedan, or its full value in cash ($2,000.00). 
We are also giving away a Dodge Sedan, a Brunswick Phonograph and 
many other valuable prizes—besides Hundreds of Dollars in Cash. This 
offer is open to anyone living in the U. S, A, outside of Chicago, 


There are 7 cars in the circle. By draw- 
ing 3 straight lines you can put each 
one in a space by itself. It may mean 
winning a prize if you send me your 
answer right away. 


$750.00 Given for Promptness 


ion to the many valuable prizes and Hundreds of Dollars in Cash, 
inus 3A. a Special Prize of $750.00 in Cash for Promptness. First 
prize winner will receive $2,750.00 in cash, or the Nash Sedan and $750.00 in 
cash. In case of ties duplicate prizes will be awarded each one tying. Solve the 
puzzle right away and send me your 
answer together with your name and 
address plainly written. $4,500.00 in 
prizes—EVERYBODY REWARDED. 


sss Ss m ae ee eS ee ee eee eee ee 
John T. Adams, Mgr., Dept. 3964 
323 S. Peoria St. Chicago, Ill. 
Dear Sir: 
Here is my solution to the puzzle, 


My Name 


John T. Adams, Mgr. 


Address... 
Dept. 3964, 323 S. Peoria St, Chieago, lll. 


our Bills 


fit. Lowest prices. Big permanent repeat busi- 

ness. Quality guaranteed by $25, .00 bond. 
GET FOOD PRODUCTS 

I'll send big case of highest quality prod- 

ucts. 32 full size packages of home neces- 


and give you a steady in- 
come for the rest 

life, if you'll 

my business in your loca 

No experience needed. F 

or spare time. You don't sities. Write At Once 

invest one cent, just be my Write quick for full information. 
local partner. Make $15.00 With person I select as my 
aday easy. Ridein partner, 


a Chrysler Sedan I GET go 50- 50. 
furnish and dis- CHRYSLER Getmy 
tribute teas, cof- COACH amazingof- 
No investment fee, spices, ex-] This is part of | ferfor your 


needed—I fur- 
nish all capital 
and go 50 


tracts, things peo- 
ple eat. J furnish 
evervthing includ- 


locality. 
Write or 
Wire. 


my FRE 
to producers. It 
is yours to keep 


outfit 


with my part- ing world's finest| —no contest. Chest of Food 
ners. super sales out- - Dept. 2003-DD, Health-O Bldg. Products lo my 
C. W. VAN DE MARK, President _ Cincinnati, Ohio Representatives 
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Play for Funor 


$5,000 aYear == 


Whether a salary of $65 to 
$100 a week —or s t 

ing at $5, $10, $15 or more 
& night—interests you or not 
—think of the fun in store 
for you. In one to three 
months we can train you at 
home to play this marvelous, 
melodious instrument with a 
fine, easy skill that will make 
you the envy of all other 
eyes, You're pasig y the 
best times of yous as joa 
pass up an opportunity e 
thisto Barn atslight cost and 
= no ante ITI 
the world's most popular in- 
strument. Decide NOW to 
learn more about The Play- 
Way — the quickest, eurest, 
short-cut to social and pro- 
fessional success. 


FREE Book 
Tells How 


Send at once for “The Play- 
Way to Popularity and Big 
Pay." Learn all about our 
unique method of training 

a at home; about the big, 


After completing the 
course he wrote us: 
“Yours is the finest 
course ever presented for the 
Tenor Banjo. Before I enroll- 


ed with you, I knew nothing | 


whatever about music, I was 
earning $18.00 weekly clerk- 
ing in a store. Little did I 
ize the opportunity that 
had come. I took up the course 
just forfun. But here I am, 


ime Playing in one of the best or- 


chestrasin Western Michigan 
and making $85.00 a week. 
Your course and your kind 
cooperation have made me a 
protecsionn! Tenor Banjo- 
t.” Kenneth McCarty, fet 
view Hotel, South Haven, Mich. 
You Get Phonograph 
Records, too 
Every selection of this course 
—fifty-five in all—comes to 
ou on a phonograph record, 
‘ou hear the instruc- 
tor’s playing just as 
though he were 
rightatyourside. 
The Play-Way is 
Dig 
Tenor 


different, inter- 
| Banjo 


esting, FOOL- 

PROOF. Get 

thegood news 

the coupon 
rings, 

SEND 

FOR IT 


Tenor Banjo, Phonograph Re- comes 


cords and Outfit that we send 
i along with your very 
pot noni eMe D 
ularity and big pay areopen 
to you! Get this FREE 
Book. Clip the coupon while 
it’s here before your eyes ! 


A. F. Bloch, Presiden 
I New York Academy of Music, 
J Studio 16049, 100 Fifth Avenue, 
New York City. 


HOW TO BANISH THEM 


A simple, safe, home treat- 
ment—16 years' success in 
my practice. Moles (also Big 
Growths) dry up and drop 
off. Write for free Booklet, 


W. M. DAVIS, M. D., 124-C Grove Ave., Woodbridge, N. J. 


To Show My Rain-Proof 
EITS-U CAPS to Men 


1 pay you $30 a day to show my 
marvelous line of rain-proof Fite-L 
With $1.00 profit on 


features get 
ret process, every 
rainproof! Collect big commissions in 

VERY CAP MADE TO INDIVID- 
MEASURE! Tl send big selling outfit 
u FREE. Other fast selling numbers: 
. Ladies’ Hats, Mufflers, Ties, ete. 
name and address. 


FITS-U CAP COMPANY 
Dept. F-165, Cincinnati, Ohio. 


rain-proof 
the orders quick." By à 
FiteU Cap is made absol 


True Detective Mysteries 


began operating a bagnio in the unsavory 
Howard Street section, and Joe opened a 
cabaret, the "Golden Moon," next door. 
The place was ornately decorated, and em- 
ployed a colored orchestra and many danc- 
ing girls. Though it was across town 
from the district in which the Valenti dives 
had become popular with the thrill seekers, 
it soon gained a notoriety which caused 
it to be visited by wealthy sightseers. 

Prosperity caused the local Mafia to 
begin levying tribute upon Carrome. He 
paid a few thousands, then decided to 
fight back. Two Italian "torpedoes" from 
New York were sent for. Soon thereafter, 
three Mafia leaders were found shot 
through the back, near his dive. That 
ended Joe's blackmail troubles. And the 
killers went back East before being appre- 
hended by the authorities, who were 
anxious to hang a few crooks—provided 
they were from out-of-town—as an evi- 
dence of their good faith supporters 
of law and order. 


as 


MBOLDENED by his success, Carrome 

organized a rather formidable mob of 
his own, and began cutting in on the busi- 
ness of the Valenti thugs—particularly in 
bootlegging, hi-jacking, and in providing 
men to slug either labor strikers or non- 
union workers, according to which side 
paid the bills. It also was whispered 
that Carrome was powerful in the dope 
game, his agents buying directly from the 
European exporters. Anyway, any nar- 
cotics desired could be purchased in his 
place, including the "smokes" doped with 


Cannabis indica, the Oriental drug. 
Naturally the more powerful Valenti 
crowd objected to the opposition, and 


there were some clashes and killings. But, 
up to the time of my arrival, the point 
of open warfare had not been reached. 

Soon after I began my investigations, 
I had learned that young Herbert Ran- 
dolph had obtained his drug supply in 
some of the cabarets presided over by 
the Valenti supporters. But, for the time 
being, I had centered my attention on 
the Carrome brothel, because it promised 
quicker leads. And, even though the 
Valenti and Carrome mobs were rivals, 
it was quite possible both were paying the 
same higher power for protection. Such 
a condition had obtained in other places. 
All I wanted to do was to get on the 
trail of the master criminal with the least 
possible delay, the side from which I ob- 
tained my tip making no difference. 

One of my reasons for keeping close 
to Joe’s was that, realizing he soon would 
have to combat attacks from the men he 
flouted, he had sent to New York for 
another gunman to act as his body-guard. 
This fellow was pointed out to me by 
one of my addict acquaintances the first 
night I visited the Golden Moon, and I 
was amazed to recognize him as “Dapper 
Jim” Miley, whose arrest I had caused 
the year before when he was a path- 
finder for a band of warehouse thieves. 
As I had not appeared in the case, he 
did not know me. When he was “sent 
away,” I was a bit sorry for him, for, 
though of good family, better looking 
than the average and always fashionably 
dressed, he lacked . character, and had 
drifted into the underworld through bad 
companionship. 

I guessed Dapper Jim had been paroled. 
But what surprised me was his new role 


of gunman. He hadn't the necessary 
nerve. I figured he'd taken the job not 
realizing what he was going up against, 
and as a means of existing without re- 
turning to theft. Already I had scraped 
acquaintance with him, and hoped soon 
to Become sufficiently friendly to pump 
him. 

Then there was another reason. Mae 
Eardy, a girl who sold cigars and cigar- 
ettes at the Golden Moon, I was certain 
could be useful to me if I could gain her 
confidence. She was vivacious, and pre- 
sented a pleasing picture in her abbre- 
viated skirt. I had talked with and 
studied her. And in her green-gray eyes 
I had read the experience of ages, while 
her mouth and chin betrayed will and 
stubbornness—the type of woman most 
dangerous when crossed. 

Joe had lost his head over her, had 
tried to make love to her, and seldom 
lost an opportunity to pat her shoulders 
or otherwise manhandle her when she 
passed close to him. But she rebuffed 
his advances. For the handsome Jim had 
caught her fancy, and she made no pre- 
tense of hiding her friendship for him. 
Frequently, when he sat alone at a table, 
she would sit and talk with him. Joe 
objected to this intimacy, often abusing 
the two and ordering the girl to resume 
her work. 

I felt that, some night, there would 
come an explosion, in this little triangle- 
or quadrangle—which would play into 
my hands. Possibly Angie, who must be 
aware of what was going on, and who 
possessed a bad; temper, would do some- 
thing which would cause Jim or the girl 
to talk. 


DIDN’T wake until noon of the day 
following my interview with Randolph. 
jut I was refreshed, and eager to speed 


matters. Over my breakfast, I read a 
newspaper. 
An article, under glaring head-lines, 


stated that police patrolling the fashion- 
able Vernon Avenue district the night 
before had been attracted by shots, and 
had found Jake (“Nails”) Mong, a Valenti 
gunman, unconscious from a blow from a 
gun butt. He had insisted he was passing 
through the neighborhood alone when sev- 
eral unknown men had attacked him. The 
paper hinted Carrome thugs had commit- 
ted the assault. Mong was arrested for 
having a loaded weapon in his possession, 
but, of course, was immediately admitted 
to bail. 

The story gave me information I de- 
sired: It was the Valenti outfit, then, 
which was shadowing Wheeler Randolph. 
If Mong and the others believed a fol- 
lower of Joe had been the banker's vis- 
itor, much the better. The more ill 
feeling engendered between the rival 
gangs, the sooner the blow-off which 
would help me. 

I telephoned Randolph. He had de- 
posited the money as I had requested. 
And his instructions had been such that 
I cashed a check for $5,000.00 without 
difficulty. Then I got in touch with 
Conklin by a means upon which we had 
agreed, and told him I desired to obtain 
an attorney who was absolutely on the 
level. 

“Go to Dan Dorgan, and say I sent 
you,” he advised. “He is young, but 
clever and fearless. He's after some big 


so 


office. He'll get it, and he'll give the 
crooks hell! Other attorneys have done 
the same thing. It proves to the crim- 
inals they're to be trusted. Some such, 
when they return to private practice, spe- 
cialize in defending crooks, and have 
more business than they can attend to. 
Right now you can trust him to the iimit.” | 

Within an hour I had hired Dorgan | 
paying him $5,000.00 as a retainer. I put | 
part of my cards on the table, and told 
him to procure a list of all the real estate 
owned by Carrome and Valenti. Knowing | 
they were the kind of crooks who would | 
trust few, I didn't believe either would 
have any holdings in the names of women. 
I asked for records showing the contrac- 
tors against whom Valentis mob had 
called strikes, and those who had escaped 
paying him tribute. Also, if possible, the 
names of any with whom the pair had big 
money dealings. 

I wasn't certain of just what I was 
after. But I hoped to uncover some lead 
which would point toward the "big one" 
I was after. Experience had taught me 
that men of apparent respectability often 
were the brains of criminal outfits. If I 
learned of any such with whom the mob 
leaders had had big financial dealings, or 
any contractor whom Valenti had favored, 
I would try to learn if all their dealings 
were legitimate. 


FTER dark I headed for the district in 

which the Golden Moon was located, 
and prowled the streets. But my reward 
was nothing except to see a few decks of 
dope sold quite openly. Then I turned toward 
the cabaret, a bit put out at my lack of 
progress. But I was due for action, and 
sooner than I had anticipated. Within 
the next few days I had more narrow 
squeezes than I'd have imagined could 
have been crowded into so brief a period; 
more than I ever want to face again, no 
matter what the reward. 

The cabaret was crowded when I en- 
tered, and for a time I circulated, ex- 
changing greetings with addict acquaint- 
ances. After a time, Dapper Jim Miley 
came in, and seated himself near a side 
wall. I joined him. But he was obviously 
out of sorts. Then Mae joined us, placed 
her tray upon the table, and tried to cheer 
him up. She and I were laughing over 
one of her sallies when a shadow loomed 
above us. Looking up, I saw Carrome, 
his face crimson with passion. 

"Damn you, Jim—didn't I tell you to 
keep away from this girl?" he snarled. 

Next he bent and, with the back of his 
hand, struck Miley twice in the face. Mae 
uttered a shriek and tried to hold the 
brute, and I jumped to my feet, wonder- 
ing what the next move would be. 


For an instant the lad sat dazed. Then 
he reached for his gun. But he didn't 
draw. For two of.Joe's followers were 


at hand, covering him with their weapons. 

Carrome uttered a taunting laugh. 

"Ill settle your case, you double- 
crosser! My car's outside. You two take 
this mutt for a ride—a long ways into 
the country, where he'll cool off!” 

I knew what the order meant. Jim was 
to be driven to some outlying district— 
and murdered. He was as good as dead 
already—unless I did something. My 
hands went beneath my armpits, and my 
guns came out. 

"Put 'em up!” I ordered. 


True Detective Mysteries 
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FREE PROOF THAT 


WAISTLINE FAT 


Can Be Quickly Reduced 


—Without Drugs and Diets or Exercises 


HOW many times have you ‘made up your mind 
to reduce? How many times have you said to 
yourself: “I'm going on a diet!" or “I'm going to 
start exercising!''? 

For a whole week you may have struggled 
through gymnastics and starved yourself. You 
rolled around the floor, cut out desserts and starchy 
foods. And at the end of the week you found that 
you had lost only 2 pounds! 

A good diet strictly lived up to, and a course of 
exercises rigidly followed will undoubtedly help you 
reduce waistline fat. But from your own experience 
you know how slow and unpleasant these methods are. 


Look Thinner at Once 


Instead of wasting your time—instead of risking 
your health by weakening diets, exhausting exer- 
cises and pill-taking in an effort to get rid of bulging 
waistline fat—try the popular Weil Reducing Belt 
for 10 days—at our — e 

Made of scientifically treated rubber, it fits snugly 
to the body—and every move produces an uncon- 
scious massage which moulds away the flabby flesh. 
It not only makes you look thinner at once, but 
keeps you so—permanently. Every instant of the 
day this famous Weil Reducing Belt is at work 
slenderizing your figure. 


ATTENTION: 


Become a FINGER PRINT EXPERT, good pay, 
steady work. Up-to-date Instructions, compiled by Ex- 
perts, fully Illustrated, easy to learn. Sent complete $5.00. 
Why pay more? We Coach you for one year without 
extra charge. 


American Finger Print Institute 
Box 2398, Los Angeles, California 


Send for 
This Book of 


1001 Beautiful 
Dress Goods 


Are you favorably known in your neighborhood? 
Then show this exclusive line of beautiful im- 
ported and domestic fabrics to women who want 
style and economy. 

This gorgeous display of actual dress goods samples 
will make friends and good customers for you. 

We Start you in a Profitable Business. 
No Invest ment—No experience required. 
We will send you our Big Book of dress goods 
samples, and also our new line of hosiery, handker- 
chiefs and fancy goods. Repeat business all year 
round. Sell us your spare time. We supply every- 
thing oat ten instructions, ttern service, 

gold prize bonus, and actual samples. 
Send at once for free details of this money-making 
opportunity. 
THE NATIONAL IMPORTING COMPANY ^ 
"Successfully Selling Direct For 22 Years” 
$73 Broadway Dept. Q-37 New York, N. Y. 


PHOTO ENLARGEMENTS 


10 Days' Free Trial 


So you may see for yourself the remarkable reduci 
powers of the Weil Belt we have arranged a plan by whic’ 
you can test it for 10 days—at our risk. 


Just write to us and you will receive our Special 10-Day 
Free Trial Offer. We will include a detailed description 
of this guaranteed reducing method, the principles of 
which are highly endorsed by physicians and professional 
athletes everywhere. For the sake of your health and 
appearance take advantage of this unique offer at once. 
Send no mo: Write now! The Weil Company, 1554 
Hill Street,’ New Haven, Conn. 


THE WEIL COMPANY, 
1554 Hill Street, New Haven, Conn. 


HE WHE COMPANY, cua. | 
Gentlemen: Please send me complete description of 
The Weil Scientific Reduci: it and also your 
Special 10-Day Trial Offer. There is no obligation, of 
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Corner Your Pictures-Albun. 


them safe 
8. 


A dime 
uys EL MFG. CO, 
SOO Dept.60-R, 411 N. Clark St., Chicago 


OIL COLORS 


FULL SIZE 8x10 


Send us your favorite 
ture, snap shot or nega 
any size. We guarantee its 
safe return with our full size 
enlargement hand colored 
in beautiful, Florentine 
fadelesa oil colors, portray- 
ing your natural beauty. 


ss vue $$ 98 
FOR ONLY m 


Same price for full figure, bust, 
group or individual from group. 


SEND NO MONEY 


Just mail your picture, stating color of hair and eyes to 
assist our artists, and within a week you will receive your 
enlargement artistically colored by hand in oils. Pay 
the postman $1.98 plus postal charges, or send us $2 
with order and we will pay postage. 


FT œ friend, relative or sweetheart 
DEAL GI showi your beauty and charm 
in natural colors. Delivered flat (not rolled). 
Select your favorite photo—mail it today. 


COLOR ART STUDIO, 1969 Broadway, N. Y. City 
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“A New Skin 
in 3 Days” 


Get Rid of Your Pimples, Blackheads, 
Acne, Oily Skin, Wrinkles, Tan, 
Freckles, Unsightly Blemishes and 
Marks of Age This New Way 


READ THIS FREE OFFER 


“They’re GONE—Because They're OFF!” Place 
a Piece of Paper Over Half the Above Photo and 
Note the Transformation. 


Worry no more over your “terrible” skin and 
complexion! Forget your failures with lotions, 
clays, creams, powders, massage, steaming pots 
and "coverups." Throw away your rubber masks, 
plasters and beauty makeshifts, — Because—here's 
where you get a new, true skin! Your blackheads, 
pimples, large pores, freckles, tan, sallow complex- 
ion, surface wrinkles, blemishes and signs of ap- 
jon age, go, definitely — ‘because they're 

Most astonishing German discovery in the his- 
tory of beauty culture. All explained in an amazing 
free book called "A New Skin in 3 Days." Learn 
how to do at home yourself, what foreign beauty 
doctors have charged enormous prices for. Make 

our own skin and complexion the envy of all who 

ehold it. Send your name and address only—no 
money. 


"MAKE YOUR FACE YOUR FORTUNE! D 


Hundreds of men and women are now doing ít 
at home—in the quiet of their own rooms—without 
the knowledge of their most intimate friends, 
emerging in a few days with a new, soft, velvety, 
clear, spotless youth-like skin on face, neck, arms, 
hands or any part of the body where a new skin is 
desired. It's astonishing-- almost beyond belief! 
Send now—the book is absolutely free to readers of 
this magazine. Address, Marvo Beauty Laboratories, 
Dept. 332- M, No. 1700 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 


NEW DISCOVERY 
Grows Hair Quickly? 


druff. Bealp tiss 
within a few weeks luxuriant new hair! Two 
xeare the discoverer was himself bald. 
is hair is full and thick. 
Free Trial. Results or no pay. If you 
have electricity in your home write at onee 


ot eras EAE i INSTITUTE, 21e N. 
Address t E 
Wabash Ave.,Dept.393, Chicago, lil. 


siik Eben. 


Tt 

25c oooh (beautiful 

mit as per plan in catalog. om 35th year. 

‘THE WILSON CHEMICAL CO., Dept. 6SWA A TYRONE: PA. 


jewel movement: 
P "ELÓVI mE ES m 
Es 


Developed Gark 
THIS BEAUTIFUL WOMAN SAYS: 
I have proven that any woman can 
have a beautiful bust 1 she will only use 
your method, Friends envy my perfect 
igure.” 

For eighteen years this method 
has been used. successfully—en- 
dorsed by physicians of national 
reputation—praised literally by 
thousands who have beautified 
their forms. 

£ your name and address for 
this valuable information with 
actual photographic proof—all sent 


THE OLIVE CO, Dept, M, Clarinda, Iowa 
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One of my weapons covered Carrome, 
and the second swayed before the faces 
of the others. Joe shouted oaths, but the 
hands of all went high. 

“Beat it!” I yelled to Jim, backing 
toward the wall and hoping to stand off 
my enemies until I could reach an exit. 

“Look out behind you!” came a shriek 
from Mae. 

I'd forgotten the alley which ran along 
that side of the cabaret! I leaped aside, 
and.swung. A man stood in the door- 
way, knife in hand. I dropped him with 
a shot, and leaped into the opening. I had 
been so quick the others had not drawn, 
and I covered them until Jim worked 
around me and escaped. 

The girl had disappeared. 

Slamming the door after me, I glanced 
about. Men were running in from the 
street end; probably Carrome lookouts. 
I fired twice—high. They melted into the 
shadows. The open door of a tenement 
faced me. I flung myself through it, and 
raced for the roof, Shots from below 
added to my speed. 

Exactly how I escaped, I never could 
recall. But I remember crossing several 
roofs, going down a fire-escape, then over 
fences and through yards, until I found 
myself in another alley which opened 
into a street a block distant from the 
cabaret. Paying no heed to those run- 
ning toward where the firing had oc- 
curred, I made for my quarters. It was 
less than a mile distant, but I covered 
ten, frequently changing taxis and street- 
cars to throw any following me from my 
trail. 

By the time I reached my rooms, I'd 
fixed upon my plans for the immediate 
future. In saving Miley, I had queered 
myself as far as my present róle was 
concerned. Not only would I have to ob- 
tain a new hideout, but I'd be obliged to 
change my appearance so none of Car- 
rome's mob would recognize me. 

Packing my scanty possessions, I stole 
to the wharves and hid until daylight. It 
required the morning to make the neces- 
sary changes. But, cleanly shaved, with 
a  mouse-colored wig, my eyebrows 
trimmed to half their former width, my 
skin reddened, and wearing new clothing 
of a rather extreme cut, and rimmed 
glasses, I was satisfied I could visit even 
the Golden Moon without being recog- 
nized! I knew from experience that it 
required less change in a person’s appear- 
to enable one 


ance than I had made, 

to mingle freely without fear of detec- 
tion among those he had met only 
casually. 


The voice is most frequently the give- 
away, and I would have to guard against 
that. 

A traveling men’s hotel was my new 
home. 


FTER luncheon I saw Dorgan, mý 

new attorney. He had ready the 
list of real estate holdings of Carrome 
and Valenti—also, a piece of information 
that “clicked” to me as a real tip. 

“As yet," he said, "I haven't been able 
to learn much about the business dealings 
of this pair. But note a discovery made 
by one of my men. >The Valenti property 
in Hoyt Street, out in the west end, is a 
big garage. In it he keeps the machines 
in which he delivers flowers. Moscarello, 
Valenti's lieutenant, has his laundry cars 


there, and there are also many trucks be- 
longing to Richard Poindexter, one of 
the city's biggest contractors." 

I was all attention on the instant. 

"Has Valenti ever called a strike on 
this Poindexter, thereby forcing him to 
patronize him as a sort of bribe?" 

“I doubt it. Poindexter is a powerful 
politician, controlling the administration 
vote in the west end. Even Valenti 
wouldn't dare molest him !" 

However, I left the attorney with a 
hunch that I'd received a tip worth inves- 
tigating before looking over the other 
properties; and I hastened to the garage. 
Only a glance was needed to arouse my 
suspicions, Separated from the garage 
by a wide alley was a Government ware- 
house, the kind in which I knew must be 
stored bonded goods, including liquors. 
Recalling that I'd been told that Valenti 
had recently been dispensing "real booze," 
I wondered if it were possible the crook 
had been obtaining his supplies from this 
warehouse. 


ITHIN an hour I was with Garrison, 

head of the local customs service, to 
whom I had a letter of introduction from 
a Washington superior. I told him bluntly 
why I was in the city, and my suspicion 
concerning the warehouse. He admitted 
the liquor in the place hadn’t been tested 
for some time, and willingly agreed to in- 
vestigate. The man in charge of the 
liquor was a relative, and he vouched for 
his honesty. The great vaults in which 
it was kept were secured with a combina- 
tion lock, of whjch only he and the guard- 
ian knew the €ombination. 

Accompanied by a tester, we went there 
at once, locked ourselves in the vaults, and 
made tests. Almost immediately it was 
discovered that the barrels containing 
whisky along the wall next the alley had 
been tapped, part of the contents of each 
removed, and the bungs replaced! 

By keeping a lookout that night, with- 
out the knowledge of the watchmen, we 
uncovered the secret of the liquor’s dis- 
appearance. In the early morning hours 
the big gate at the alley entrance was 
closed, and a large truck was backed from 
the garage close to the warehouse. Next, 
a steel shutter, which no doubt had been 
pried loose weeks before, was lifted from 
its hinges, a man entered the vaults, 
opened several barrels, siphoned a por- 
tion of their contents into containers on 
the truck, then replaced the bungs. When 
the first car had been driven back into 
the garage, a second truck was loaded. 
Then the intruder closed the shutter be- 
hind him, and disappeared. Practically no 
noise was made, but had anything been 
heard by the watchmen it probably would 
have attracted no attention, as most 
garages in the section were busy cleaning 
trucks all night. 

The customs men were for summoning 
help and raiding Valenti’s place at once. 
3ut I dissuaded them by arguing that a 
bigger haul could be made if we dis- 
covered where the liquor was taken for 
distribution. 

The plan fixed upon was to summon 
many trusty operatives soon after day- 
light, and have them take up positions so 
they would be able to follow both trucks. 
If the trucks appeared at different times, 
I would accompany those who followed 
the first. The second was to be seized 


when well on its way across the city, 


precautions were to be taken to prevent 


and | 


any further warehouse leaks. 

Our vigil was not rewarded until 
nearly noon. Then a truck came from 
the alley of the type I'd seen the night 
previous. It was loaded with what ap- 
peared to be large barrels of paint. But 
I figured differently. 

What amazed me most was the in- | 
scription, “Richard Poindexter, Con- 
tractor,” on the truck’s front! Second 


thought suggested the reason. Not only 
was it a good disguise, but few were 
likely to court the anger of this politi- 
cian by interfering with one of his ma- 
chines. And, all things considered, it 
looked as if he were “standing in with” 
the crooks. 


I kept with the men who trailed it— | 


to the buildings where Moscarello oper- 
ated his laundry a considerable distance 
across the river, where the truck was 
run into a shed and left. 

T was the second truck which started 

fireworks. 

Halí-way across the city, it stopped 
before a dance hall operated under Va- 
lenti's name. But, as a barrel was being 
unloaded, it was surrounded and seized 
by Federal operatives, who caught the 
driver and two helpers off their guard 
and arrested them without a fight! The 
supposed paint barrels contained liquor. 

The case caused a sensation when 
given publicity in the newspapers. 
The prisoners, who refused to talk, were 
locked up. And, though the men were 
known to be Valenti followers, he de- 
nied he’d had dealings with them, that 
he had ordered the contraband left at 
his place, or that he'd consented to the 
use of his garage for illegal purposes. 
Poindexter was equally vehement in de- 
nouncing the men arrested, and in de- 
claring his trucks had been used without 
his knowledge. Neither the contractor 
nor the Italian was arrested, the Federal 
authorities agreeing with me to give them 
more rope in the expectation of obtaining 
incontrovertible evidence against them. 

However, in arguing against disturbing 
Poindexter just then, I was actuated by 
a suspicion that he might be associated 
with the Italian in lines far more im- 
portant than robbing Government stores 
and distributing the plunder. And the 
more I analyzed the situation, the more 
I became convinced of the possibility that 
he might be the man higher up I so 
eagerly sought; for he was wealthy, po- 
litically powerful, and was looked upon 
as a reputable business man. A little 
more time, and I believed I would be able 
to satisfy myself on this point. 

One of the things I counted on to help 
me was a suggestion in all the news- 
papers that Carrome's mob had passed the 
tip on Valenti’s booze racket to the Govern- 
ment. If Dynamite and his followers be- 
lieved this, open hostilities would follow. 
And when thieves fall out, a detective 
is pretty certain to learn many things! 

The following day, I telephoned Ran- 
dolph that I was safe and making prog- 
ress. Then, with the assistance of two 
of Dorgan’s employees—men who did his 
sleuthing—I obtained some confirmation 
of another of my theories. By trailing 
some of the auto trucks which distrib- 
uted Valenti’s flowers, and others which 
handled Moscarello’s laundry, we learned 
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that the places at which these made bus- 
iness stops were, with few exceptions, 
cabarets and houses of ill fame over which 
these crooks exercised supervision. My 
belief was that the narcotics distributed 
were concealed in the flowers, and the 
liquor in the laundry bundles! I put off 
trying to clinch this point until a later date, 
lest a slip put the criminals on their guard 
before I'd learned more important things. 
That day I also learned that Valenti’s 
mob never had forced a “hold-up strike” 
on any of Poindexter’s building opera- 
tions. 

When night came, I tested my new 
disguise by visiting the Golden Moon. 
Miley was not there, but Mae Hardy was, 
selling her wares as usual. That girl 
had nerve! But I regretted she'd not 
joined Jim in hiding. She was certain 
to see him, and by trailing her Carrome’s 
men would uncover her sweetheart’s 
hideout. I remained only a few minutes, 
keeping well in the background; then 
went to my room. 


EXT afternoon I again went to the 

Carrome place, knowing that if any- 
thing had happened to Jim, the hangers-on 
would be discussing it. There were only 
a few at the tables. Such talk as I heard 
was of no moment to me and, after a 
single drink, I started. to explore else- 


where. As I reached. the entrance I 
noted Joe, Marco Albruzzi (his chief 
lieutenant), and three other gangsters 


talking at the curb. Not wishing to test 
my disguise before so many of my ene- 
mies in broad daylight, I was about to 
head for the exit into the alley, when 
Albruzzi gave a yell—and dropped to the 
pavement. 

Sensing a battle, I also dropped. 

The next instant one of several passing 
automobiles swung close to the curb, a 
machine-gun began belching a swarm of 
bullets from one of its windows, and the 
air was filled with the rat-tat of rapid fire, 
and fearful shrieks! As I strained my 
eyes to obtain a further look at the man 
manipulating the murder weapon, Al- 
bruzzi and another pulled themselves to 
their elbows, and fired every shot in their 
revolvers at the disappearing machine. I 
was among the first to the sidewalk. 

Carrome and two others lay sprawled 
there, riddled with bullets. . . . Obvi- 
ously, the Valenti mob had evened the 
score for the supposed squeal. 

I hurried away as the police came on 
the run, and headed for the nearest Sta- 


tion, where I told the sergeant in charge 
I'd wait for Chief Conklin, who I knew 
would be there soon. When the dead, 
including Carrome, were brought in, fol- 
lowed by Albruzzi, the other gangster 
and several witnesses, I learned that the 
attack had been carefully planned, two 
automobiles preceding the murder car to 
make an opening for the getaway, and 
two others following to block pursuit. 
The murder car, perforated with bullet 
holes, had been found empty, except for 
the abandoned machine-gun, one with a 
circular magazine which had contained 
100 .45-caliber cartridges, and several 
automatics. It bore license plates stolen 
from another State. 

Conklin came speedily, and began ques- 
tioning the witnesses. While doing so, he 
recognized me, but made no sign. 

Suddenly Albruzzi, who must have 
known the killers were of the rival mob, 
burst into a tirade against Miley, telling 
of his recent quarrel with Carrome and 
declaring he had recognized Dapper Jim 
as the one firing the machine-gun! I 
wasn't certain why he did this, though I 
knew he lied. Possibly he figured he was 
carrying out the dead man’s grudge 
against Jim. Maybe he believed he really 
had gone over to the other side. Then 
a detective suggested to the Chief that 
Angie, jealous of the Hardy girl, might 
have planned the attack. 

Conklin at once telephoned to Head- 
quarters to have Jim and the women 
rounded up and brought to the Station. 
Next he ordered the witnesses held in 
the rear rooms, and went into the cap- 
tain’s office, nodding for me to follow. 


- 


"T ISTEN, Chief," I blurted, without 

waiting for him to question, “Albruzzi 
is lying! By luck, I happened to be in the 
doorway of the Golden Moon when the 
murders occurred. I couldn't see the 
face of the man who handled the machine- 
gun, but he was right-handed. Miley is 
left-handed!” 

“Well, I’m——!” 

Next I told him what had happened in 
the cabaret the night I saved Jim from 
being given a ride, and that it was I, not 
Carrome or his followers, who'd tipped 
the Federal authorities to the booze 
racket. 

“Fine, George, fine! I wish you were 
on my staff! Of course you believe 
Valenti’s men did this killing?” I nodded. 
"I thought as much when I first heard 
of it, and already some of my best men 
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are working along that line.” He was | 


interrupted by a telephone call. He stated 
the Detective Bureau had reported that, 
immediately following the murders, some- 
one had informed Angie. She had packed 
her jewels, summoned a taxicab and dis- 
appeared. Later, I learned she escaped 
into Mexico. 

“Well,” I said, “if they get the other 
two, I wish you'd lock Miley up for his 
own protection. But please let the girl 
go! I think I can use her to clear up 
this case—to put me on the trail of the 
one who ordered the killings." 

“PIIL take that chance, George, if you'll 
promise to produce her whenever I say." 

At that moment the door was thrown 
wide, and several detectives pushed Miley 
and the girl into the room. They'd been 
located on a tip from a Carrome follower 
who had trailed Mae to the hideout she 
and Jim had established after the trouble 
in the cabaret. The act of the officers 
was a blunder, for I had no time to escape 
before both prisoners saw me. And I 
realized, from the girl's look, that my 
changed appearance did not deceive her 
keen eyes. 

When they had been questioned by 
Conklin, and both had insisted that they 
were together in their hideout when the 
shootings occurred, Jim was ordered 
locked up, and his sweetheart told she 
might go. 

When he had been removed, I beckoned 
Mae aside. 

"I saved this boy once, and I can 
again,” I said. “I'll have Dan Dorgan 
take over his defense. But, if I do, you'll 
have to play my game, and not ask ques- 
tions. We'll leave here separately. But 
I’ve got to talk with you. At eleven 
to-night, meet me at the corner of Ninth 
and Juniper Streets.” 

“PIL be there.” 

The place of my appointment with her 
was not greatly distant from the section 
over which the Valenti crowd held sway. 
Once I had concluded my talk with the 
cigarette girl, I intended to spend the 
rest of the night drifting about the resorts. 
ty listening to the gossip concerning the 
afternoon shooting, I might pick up some 
valuable tips. Never having been near 
the places in my present guise, I believed 
I was safe. 


JAMESQACHIES the place of my 
rendezvous that evening by a round- 
about course, I had almost reached the 
corner when I heard a stealthy step behind. 
Before I could reach for a weapon, a gun 
was pressed against my ribs. 

“Keep your hands down, and walk along 
with me," said the man at my side, softly. 
His weapon was in his pocket, pressing 
me through his coat. "One move, and I'll 
drop you!" 

“All right," I replied hastily, falling 
into his step—more frightened than ever 
in my life. For, though a cap pulled 
low hid most of his features, I was cer- 
tain I recognized the hulking form as 
that of the brutal Moscarello! 

I had been so certain of my disguise, 
Id been fatally careless. Some of the 
Valenti mob, watching the Police Station, 
had spotted me as a suspicious stranger 
and trailed me. I, coming into the Va- 
lenti district, had deliberately walked into 
trouble with my eyes closed. Unless I 
got a lucky break, my finish was probably 
not far off. Even if I wasn’t bumped 
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off after being questioned, I'd probably 
be shanghaied aboard some vessel, taken 
out on the lake, knocked on the head and 
thrown overboard. 

One block—two blocks, we covered. I 
didn’t dare appeal to the few we passed. 
Then I heard running steps, and a wom- 
an’s cry—right behind. The next instant, 
she’d pushed herself between us. 

"Put 'em up!" she said, and her gun 
covered my captor. 

With a jolt of surprise I recognized 
Mae Hardy. The thug uttered a snarl, 
and fired through his pocket. He missed. 
The girl’s shot didn’t. With a groan, the 
man pitched forward, a bullet through 
his pistol arm. 

“Quick!” cried the girl, seizing my arm. 
We ran. A chorus of shouts came from 
behind. We turned several corners. Next 
she guided me through a dark tenement 
hallway to a rear flat, into which she 
pulled me, locking the door behind us. 
As she lighted a lamp, I glanced about, 
and was amazed to note that the place 
was cluttered with elaborate Oriental fur- 
nishings. 

"We're on—thc edge—of the Chinese 
quarter," she gasped. “This place is the 
home of a woman who used to be a 
singer. The hop got her. She lives here 
with a Chinese, who runs the restaurant 
in the next street. I came here this after- 
noon to hide—after leaving the Station.” 


LL right, Mae—but I must thank you 

for saving ` 

“Never mind that! I guess you're 

some kind of a dick, but you've helped 

Jim, and I had to see you through. I 

was in the doorway when Moscarello got 
you—" 

“Then you know that bunch?” 

"I worked in Valenti's dance hall for 
a week, then quit because I couldn't stand 
for him and selling the dope, as he made 
me do. . . . But, for God's sake, hurry! 
We may have been followed. Quick— 
what do you want of me? You've got 
to get out of here.” 

“Just a minute. 
come from?” 

"Valenti supplied it. It was hidden in 
the dirt of the flower pots and plants he 
sent to the hall and other places." 

"Great! And do you know who's be- 
hind Valenti—who's the man higher up, 
the one who bosses the mob?” 

“I don't know. . . . exactly. But when 
they didn't realize I was near enough to 
hear them, I heard Valenti and Mosca- 
rello speak of someone they called ‘Alaska’ 
as the boss.... that's all... . Listen— 
do you hear those police whistles? They’re 
beginning to search the quarter! Do as 
I say—quickly!” 

The next moment she'd pulled aside a 
rug and raised a trap, revealing a flight 
of steps. 

"That's your only way out! When 
you reach the passage at the bottom, fol- 
low it until you come to a door. The 
lock is on the inside, and it opens in an 
old shed in a lot. It's Hi Sing Li's secret 
passage for getting . . . something . . . in 
here. If you want to see me again, tell 
Jim. Good-by!” 

She held the lamp until I was safely 
down the steps; then all went dark. With 
a gun in my right hand, I felt my way 
along the slimy wall with my left, reach- 
ing the door after what seemed an age. 


Where did the dope 


A taper showed me the lock, a snap aí- 
fair. The door opened noiselessly. I 
closed it, crossed through the shed, and 
faced a lot in which were many trucks. 
Crisscrossing through these, I passed 
some skulking figures. But none molested 
me. 

Arriving at the street, the rest: was 
easy. I hurried to the river, and hid 
among the freight on a pier until daylight. 

But I didn’t sleep. Instead, I used my 
time planning for a clean-up within the 
next twenty-four hours: one which I an- 
ticipated would shake the city as it hadn't 
been jolted for years! 

Once the city was astir, I made my 
way to Dorgan's office. Reading the pa- 
pers while waiting for him, I noted the 
account of the "attack" upon Moscarello— 
he was not badly wounded—and that it 
was credited to the Carrome forces. When 
Dorgan came, I related what had oc- 
curred, the confirmation I'd received from 
Mae that the dope was distributed in 
Valenti’s potted plants, and that she be- 
lieved the man higher up was known to 
the leaders of his mob as “Alaska.” 

“Then, by God, I think we've got Poin- 
dexter!" he exploded. "Listen carefully. 
My men have been going over his record, 
through old newspaper files and elsewhere. 
Years ago, when he was a young man, 
he operated a chain of dives in Alaska— 
until the authorities drove him out. Then 
he began his contracting career in San 
Francisco, coming here ten years ago. 
Valenti also came here from the West 
Coast about the same time. See how 
things dovetail?” 

"Splendid! I'll telephone for Garrison 
to come here.” < 

The customs fnan was delayed. But 
when he arrived, he spilled some news 
which set my nerves to pounding. This 
information had been supplied by the men 
he'd detailed to shadow  Poindexter's 
every move. 

Early that morning, a strike had been 
called on several of Poindexter's build- 
ings. And not only had Valenti supplied 
the pickets to protect them, but the con- 
tractor had established headquarters at 
the Italian's florist shop. 


HAT do you make of that?" asked 


Garrison. 
"It's a blind, so the two can consult 
frequently without exciting suspicion. 


Things have been breaking so they're 
getting frightened, and we've got to move 
quickly to prevent them from covering 
their trails—to-night, if possible." 

Then I told him everything I'd learned 
since seeing him last, and what Dorgan's 
men had uncovered. 

Garrison agreed with me that we pos- 
sessed sufficient evidence to warrant a big 
raid, and the rest of the day was spent 


arranging for the night's round-up. The 
plan, in brief, was as follows: 
Valenti and Poindexter were to be 


trailed constantly if they left the shop. 
After dark, the Government operatives 
were to surround Moscarello’s laundry 
plant and Valenti's flower establishment. 
Garrison and I would accompany the 
squad which would raid the latter. The 
rush at Moscarello's was to be made first, 
promptly at midnight, everyone there ar- 
rested and held, and a search of the place 
made. Immediately afterward, one of the 
operatives was to hasten to where our 


men would be in hiding, and report. We 
expected to stage our raid of the florist 
shop about one. 


HE night favored our purpose, being 
dark and with a steady rain which 
kept most people from the streets. When 
Garrison and I reached the neighborhood 
of Valentis shop, we found our men 
nicely placed. A report that the Italian 
and the contractor were still there, 
pleased us. However, realizing these two 
would battle to the death if given oppor- 
tunity when the raid occurred, we deter- 
mined to try to trap them from the rear 
if possible, thereby possibly saving the 
lives of some of our men who would 
break in the front way. In the rear of 
the shop was an alley which opened on 
a narrow thoroughíare, and was used by 
his delivery wagons. 
Creeping through the 
the greenhouses, forced a door, and con- 
tinued on until we came to the building 
proper. The windows were covered with 
metal shutters, so we could see nothing 
within. We turned to the door. Stoop- 
ing, I found that a key was in the lock, 
the shank down so I could not see inside. 


alley, we reached 


But, through a considerable opening at 
the bottom, where the door had warped 
away from the sill, there was a trickle 


of light. 

Instantly I was upon my stomach, peer- 
ing within, into an elaborately furnished 
office, its floor covered with thick carpet 
and rugs. Valenti and Poindexter sat at 
a desk, talking earnestly. Fortunately, 
their backs were toward us. If we could 
cover these two before they realized their 
danger, the rest would be easy. But how? 

Then I had a real inspiration! 

Whispering my plan to Garrison, I tip- 
toed back to where I'd seen a pile of 


wrapping paper. "Taking a sheet, I re- 
turned. Garrison held my revolver and 
his own, ready for any slip We were 


going to take a desperate chance, but one 
which I believed was worth the risk. With 
my knife blade, I intended to push the 
key from the lock! If it made no noise 
when striking the carpet—well and good. 
If its fall aroused the occupants, we'd be 
in for a finish fight! 

I pushed. The key 
the lock. I watched the men closely. 
They did not move . . . they hadn't heard! 

Stooping, I pushed the paper into the 
opening beneath the door. It required 
painstaking manipulation before I slipped 
it under the key. Then, with pulses 
pounding, drew it toward me. Would 
the opening be sufficient for me to get 
the key through? 

Im certain my heart missed beats as 
I pulled out the paper and the key dropped 
into my hand. Garrison gave a grunt of 
satisfaction. But our joy was turned to 
consternation just as I was about to in- 
sert the key, for from within came the 
crash of a slammed door and the buzz 
of excited voices. 

Looking through the keyhole, I saw 
something which turned me cold. Mos- 
carello, one arm in a sling and the other 
waving wildly, his eyes wide, was talking 
to the others, who stood with revolvers 
drawn! 

There was only one answer. 

Moscarello had escaped the dragnet 
about his laundry, and had hurried to warn 
his superiors! 

Whispering to Garrison what I'd seen, 


disappeared from 
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I snatched my gun, put the key in the 
lock, and turned it gently. 

"Ready?" I questioned. 

"Go ahead!" 

The next second, I flung the door wide 
and we leaped inside, covering the others, 
who cursed in chorus, but made no at- 
tempt to use their weapons. 


"Drop the guns!" I ordered. “You're 
under arrest!” 
"Like hell «we are!" shrieked Mosca- 


rello, leaping around the desk and yank- 
ing open one of the drawers. My shot 
missed him. With another yell, he rose. 
I saw the black thing he held in his 
hand—a bomb. The others also saw, and 
started for the door. 

“DOWN!” I bellowed at Garrison, at 
the same time firing at Moscarello. The 
bullet struck the brute in the chest. He 
swayed, the bomb dropped from his fin- 
gers, there came a roar and a flash—and 
we were hurled into the greenhouse amid 
a shower of glass and splintered wood. 

When we managed to pull ourselves to 
our feet, cut and bleeding, our men—who 
had heard my first shot—were closing in 
from behind us, and through the opening 
where the door between the office and the 
shop had been blown from its hinges. 
Only a moment's investigation was re- 
quired to show the bomb's toll. 

Poindexter and Moscarello were dead. 

Valenti was unconscious, but breathing. 


All were terribly mutilated. 

That about ends the story. Valenti 
died on his way to the hospital without 
speaking. Some of the prisoners taken 
squealed, and what they confessed, to- 
gether with my evidence and the seizures 
of narcotics and liquor at the laundry 
plant, Valenti’s shop and other places 
operated by the gang, not only proved 
that the dead men were the leaders of 
the city’s worst crime ring, but that 
Poindexter had organized the mob and 
been its master mind. 

The Carrome band disintegrated, as 
Albruzzi scuttled away to a distant city, 
where he purchased a home and estab- 
lished his family. 

Randolph was satisfied with my work, 
and made good his promise of an un- 
usually liberal reward. Before returning 
East, I obtained the release of Miley, and 
Randolph supplied the funds for him and 
the cigarette girl to go to another place 
and make a new start. 


HE wiping out of the Valenti mob, 

and the exposure of Poindexter's double 
life, provided a six months' sensation in 
the city. But it did not result in a 
complete clean-up. The city may not be 
so bad as formerly, but conditions still 
remain pretty "rotten," for the old 
political machine continues to hold its grip 
on things. 


The Strange Death of Beautiful 
Elizabeth Griffith ~- 


(Continued from page 68) 


graph of him, shown on page 18, which 
was taken on the day of his exoneration 
by the Grand Jury. 

"It was just the old, eternal triangle," 
he said to me, immediately after the trial. 
"Elizabeth and I played with Fate, and 
lost. She is gone, and I—/ am a marked 
man 

Doctor Schott never married, and as 
time went by, the smile which had gained 
for him the name of "The Smiling Doc- 
tor’ changed to one at times almost 
melancholy. He moved from the office 
where the tragedy occurred, and estab- 
lished a sanitarium in another part of 
the city. 

Time healed the wound between the 
physician and Elizabeth's family, for a 
few years later her body was removed 


from the single-grave section of the cem- 
etery to Doctor Schott's own lot, and a 
large monument erected to his dead 
sweetheart. 

And so the world forgot the story of 
Elizabeth Ford Griffith. 


NE day last spring, I was seated in 

the office of United States Commis- 
sioner Arthur D. Kirk, when Doctor 
Schott came in. 

He signed a bond for a prisoner, and 
the Commissioner remarked, as he left, 
that his actions appeared strange. I told 
the Comrhissioner the story of the Christ- 
mas Eve tragedy. 

The reader may have some idea, then, 
how we both felt when the next day the 
papers carried in head-lines the news of 
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Doctor Schott’s death—a far more tragic 
one than that of his dead sweetheart. He 
had been shot by Dan Newman, an at- 
tendant in his own sanitarium. Once 
again the Christmas Eve tragedy of ten 
years ago found its way into the head- 
lines of the press. 

The Doctor's assailant was acquitted 
by a jury on the grounds of self-defense. 
The Doctor had been drinking, and 
threatened the life of Newman, the De- 
fense maintained. 

On the wall in Doctor Schott’s room, 
when the Louisville Trust Company took 
charge of his estate, was a large picture 
of Elizabeth Griffith in a silver frame. 
In his will he had left his very consider- 
able estate to his aged mother, who lived 
in Germany; but she, too, had died, 
never knowing, so the story goes, of the 
tragedy in her son's life. His estate is 


Blowing the “Works” in 


True Detective Mysteries 


to be divided among his brothers and 
sisters in Germany. 

Finis was written on the final chapter, 
when his body was laid to rest beside that 
of his dead sweetheart—both graves at the 
foot of the monument he had himself 
erected. 

The world condemned Doctor Schott, 
but I vividly recall an interview with him 
shortly after his arrest, when the whole 
world seemed black, and he stood in the 
shadow of the electric chair. 

In answer to a question about his fam- 
ily, he said: 

“My mother lives in the old country, 
and I have not seen her for a long time, 
but mark you—— 


***If I were hanged on the highest hill, 
I a whose love would follow me 
still— 
MOTHER O’ MINE? ” 


New York's 


Underworld 


(Continued from page 38) 


getters who decoy men the padrones have 
decided to do away with. 

“Then there's the artichoke graft— 
Italian dealers have to pay the padrones 
twenty-five dollars a load on every wagonful 
of artichokes taken from the Harlem or 
West Washington Street markets.” 

Continuing his amazing tale by giving 
an answer in the negative or affirmative to a 
list of “unsolved” crimes, Daniello told me 
that these padrones had been responsible for 
the following murders: 


Felice Locullo, found in Skillman 
Street, with his throat cut, and Matteo 
Leone, in fight at Mulberry and Hester 
Streets, September 9th, 1915. 

Luigi de Marco, murdered May 17th, 
1916, in Navy Street, Brooklyn, by a 
member of the Navy Street gunmen 
in a fight for a rake-off on cocaine sales; 
out of this grew the killing of Giuseppi 
de Marco and Carlo Lombardi in a 
James Street restaurant, July 25th, 
1916. 

On July 22nd, 1916, Nicholas Avrono, 
of Brooklyn, called to Twenty-eighth 
Street and Second Avenue, Manhattan, 
by a message purporting to be from a 
woman, was met by a man who killed 
him. 

Giuseppi Verrazano, October 6th, 
1916, murdered in a Broome Street 
restaurant. 

Giuseppi Bellasana, shot October 6th, 
1916. 


George Eposito, a truckman, shot 
in East 108th Street, November 9th, 
1916. 

Gaetano Delgandio, shot November 
30th, 1916. 

Antonio Lavelli, on Navy Street, 
Brooklyn, January, 1917. 

Tony Lionetti, shot January 25th, 
1917. 

Giuseppi Chiarella, shot February 
Sth, 1917. 


“C\ALVATORE DE MARCO, the brother 

of Giuseppi de Marco,” Daniello went 
on, "who was killed in James Street in 
July, nineteen-sixteen, was called up about 
a month later by a girl he thought was a 
friend of his. She asked him to meet her 
under the Queensboro Bridge. A man, 
whom I know only by the name of ‘Carlo 
the Sheik,’ was there by orders. He sprang 


out, grappled with Salvatore, and cut his 
throat. 

“They make a practice of decoying mem- 
bers who are to be put away, from one 
borough to another, so as to cover up their 
tracks. 

“T never shot a man. I was a collector, 
not a gunman . . . er," he hesitated, as I 
made a sound of impatience. Though he 
had been discharged for lack of proof in the 
killing of Louis de Marco, the police knew 
he had been present at the time of the mur- 
der. With the shrewdness of his kind, he 
explained then: “The only time I ever 
fired a shot was at the time we got de 
Marco; and then I only fired in the air." 

He was safe enough in admitting this 
much, for, though he was making a state- 
ment that he was implicated in the crime, 
since he had been discharged he could not 
be tried over again for the same murder. 


VERY vestige of color had left Daniel- 
lo's cheeks by the time we reached this 
point. He was as gray and haggard as the 
wintry dawn that was just then breaking 
in the skies. 

"Now, what do you know about the men 
who shot Morello and Ubriaco?" I suddenly 
shot at him. 

All night long, I had made my questions 
rather general. It was days before we ob- 
tained the full details. What I wanted, 
then, was to get the names of /iving padrones 
whom I could arrest. The Ricci murder, 
on which the underworld knew I was work- 
ing, would act as a screen, keeping hidden 
the amazing revelations made that night. 
There were, Daniello told me, ten padrones 
and about forty hirelings working for them; 
I didn’t want to give those birds an oppor- 
tunity to escape. 

“Honestly, I don’t know much about 
that . . ." he began. “There was a padrone 
named Butch," he hastened to add, again 
noticing my impatience. It was going 
against the grain to implicate himself so 
much, and yet he was feverishly anxious 
to safeguard himself by having tbe entire 
Gang arrested. 

“Yes, there was ‘Butch,’ and ‘Lefty,’ and 
"Tony the Shoemaker'——" 

*" "Tony the Shoemaker'—he's a new one 
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to me," I again interrupted. ‘What does 
he do—where does he live?” 

This time a very decided shudder shook 
his entire body, as if a chill draft of pre- 
monition had struck him, before he an- 
swered: 

“In Manhattan—east side or west side— 
I don’t know. He's not one of the big ones— 
but look out for Tony Notaro and Nick 
Moran; they belong to the Brotherhood of 
the Blood," he almost whispered, referring 
to the dreaded Camorra society. “And 
there was Al Vallero. They were all there 
at the restaurant when the killing was 
arranged.” 

“Now, what about the murder of Giu- 
seppi Verrazano? Were you present when 
that was planned?” I asked him. 


OU mean ‘Natty Joe,’ the big owner 
of a string of gambling places? I believe 
his name was Verrazano.” 

Though Daniello may not have known 
many of the gunmen except by their nick- 
names, I knew perfectly well that he had 
known Verrazano personally and had, in 
fact, been quite intimate with him, as he 
was with others who, like himself, belonged 
to respectable families and were well edu- 
cated. 

Instead, however, of attempting to 
"sweat" him, I sent out for hot coffee and 
sandwiches before continuing the examina- 
tion. 

“Now, Ralph, don’t lose sight of your 
motivation in wanting to have the entire 
Gang cleaned up,” I reminded him after the 
refreshments were out of the way. “Why, 
and where,:did they plot to do away with 
Verrazano?” 

“He had a big chain of gambling places, 
and was getting too powerful,” Daniello 
replied, taking a cigarette from the case I 
handed him and inhaling deeply before he 
continued. “Joe Giordano asked him to 
sell out, and he wouldn’t. So one night we 
met in a Grand Street saloon—there were 
Giordano, ‘Tony the Cheese,’ and Butch. 
Giordano told us that Verrazano had to be 
killed that night. I said I wasn't a gunman, 
and didn’t want to kill a man without 
orders from my boss—Andrea Ricci was 
my boss. Then Giordano said that Tony 
and Butch would have to do the killing. 
They protested, too. This made Joe mad. 
He said he would do the job himself, but 
that Tony and Butch would die the next 
day. That made them change their minds. 

“Giordano led the two gunmen to a 
restaurant at Broome Street and the 
Bowery. It was shortly after midnight. 
There were a lot of actors and actresses 
from the Royal Theater, across the street, 
eating there. Verrazano saw them, and 
‚tried to hide beneath a table—but, they got 
himi! They :pumped - him. full. of lead, and 
all the peoplezin the place got panic-stricken 
Two of 
them fell wounded; and the gunmen escaped 
in the panic. That was all. I didn't have 
anything to do with the shooting; I was just 
along to point him out. If I hadn't gone, 
Giordano would have shot me. He'd have 
said I was trying to protect Verrazano— 
that he was my friend, and I was a traitor. 

“That's what happened when Tony the 
Shoemaker told Al Sgroia that he wanted 
the Morellos killed. In September, nine- 
teen-sixteen, I think it was, in Lefty’s 
coffee house on Navy Street, he said to Al: 
‘I want the Morellos killed, and I want you 
to do the job!’ 


“Al told him he couldn't kill Morello, 
because he was a close friend of his. 
Then Tony the Shoemaker—his real name, 
I believe, is Antonio Paretti—said: 'If you 
don't do it, we'll do a job on you!'—and he 
pulled out his gun. Then he said: ‘You 
remember how they put it up to me, when 
they suspected Joe Chuck of being a spy? 
How they said, Here's our proofs that Joe 
the Chuck is a spy and is giving out informa- 
tion to the Harlem Gang! Now, we don’t have 
proof that you're a spy, too, but you can prove 
that you're not by killing Chuck!" " 

Daniello then told me how Tony, in order 
to prove his innocence of conspiracy, had 
lured the Chuck to the outskirts of Yonkers, 
telling him there was a chance to raid a fat 
card game. They motored to a secluded 
spot, and there Tony shot the Chuck in the 
head, and threw his body on the tracks to 
make it appear that he had been struck by 
a train. 

I was sure that there was much more that 
Daniello could tell me, but we were both 
almost dead for want of sleep. Later on, 
Daniello would have to go before the Dis- 
trict Attorney and repeat his story—and I 
had a lot of work ahead of me. So I left 
him to snatch a few hours’ sleep in his cell, 
and I returned home to get some rest myself. 


T eleven o'clock I again visited the 

apartment of Peaches Casazza in the 
West Fifties. The days when the sweethearts 
of gangsters acted as gun-molls, boosters and 
street workers, have passed. With jobs as 
night club “hostesses,” dancing instruc- 
tresses, and “entertainers” for visiting 
"butter-and-egg" men offering lucrative 
returns for a minimum of effort, modern 
underworld girls have ascended the social 
ladder. They labor not, nor do they graft; 
they have become human bric-à-brac, most 
of their days being spent in bed, in beauty 
parlors, or attending matinées with others 
of their own circle. 

Peaches proved to be one of those reasons 
why a gangster, in spite of his rich pickings, 
seldom has a bank account. Easy come, 
easy go. A high-priced apartment, smart 
clothes, taxicabs and lavish entertaining, 
made the money melt like butter in the sun. 

My first ring went unanswered. It was 
probable that this lily of the field was still 
slumbering, I figured, and kept my finger 
on the bell. After a couple of minutes, the 
door was opened about six inches. I could 
see that it was guarded by a chain. In the 
darkness, only the hint of a face was seen. 

“What d’you want?” a cross, sleepy 
voice demanded. “You might take the 
hint when a lady doesn't answer the door- 
bell, and not act like an alarm!” 

"| want to see you, Peaches, and have a 
little talk about Ricci's death," I told her 
shortly. “I’m from Police Headquarters. 
You don't want me to stand out here and 
discuss it, do you?" 

The door closed. I heard the chain clank 
and tbe nub slide along the groove. Slowly 
the door opened. 

“Come in," a weary voice, from which all 
the peevish banter had vanished, invited. 

I entered. The girl closed and again 
bolted the door. I followed her along a 
short, dimly lit hall and into a small, over- 
furnished room. She sank on a divan 
decorated with much-befrilled silk cushions, 
and vaguely waved her hand toward a 
comfortable-looking overstuffed armchair. 

“Well, what do you want?” she snapped. 
“I was away when they got Andy, and I 


don’t know anything about the a‘fair!’” 

Peaches was a pretty girl. We had 
met before, when she had been brought 
in, in company with a man charged with 
receiving and owning stolen property. At 
that time I had learned that she came of a 


good family and had been educated in a | 


convent, which accounted for her degree of 
refinement and soft voice. 

Some strange quirk in her mental make-up 
seemed to drive her to lawless associations, 
but she had informed me that she intended 
to turn over a new leaf and go straight. 

There were dark circles under her large, 

velvety, pansy-brown eyes, which spoke 
eloquently of a sleepless night. In spite of 
her desperate attempt to act “hard-boiled,” 
I could see that her lips trembled while she, 
with a gesture of nonchalance, snapped 
open a small silver vanity case as soon as she 
was seated, and started applying a red salve 
coating on their bloodless pallor. 

Even though she had not been born and 
bred in the traditions of the underworld, 
four years’ contact with its characters had 
built up a surface suspicious belligerency. 
In order to learn anything from her, it was 
first necessary to break down this barrier. 

Detectives always find it far easier to deal 
with the toughest crooks than with these 
social Pariahs. We get to know, more or 
less, the best points of attack in breaking 
through the maze of fabrication and false 
leads professional criminals offer in attempt- 
ing to hoodwink interrogators. 


"qa. best way, I have found, to deal with 
young women like Peaches, is subtly to 
attack their vanity—for almost invariably 
it is a feeling of inferiority which has led 
them to seek companionship among those of 
the lower levels. Because of their moral 
instability from childhood, they have found 
themselves shunned by companions in their 
own set; this develops an oversensitiveness 
or truculent aggressiveness, subject to very 
rapid changes of mood. 

What I wanted to learn from this girl was 
whether the gang responsible for Ricci's 
death had been actuated by the belief that 
Daniello had turned informer, or for some 
other reason. The construction of my trap, 
which I planned to set for those he had 
mentioned, would largely depend on this. 

It would be no use to ask her outright— 
probably she consciously knew nothing 
about the inside workings-of the gangsters. 
Yet, for this very reason, if caught off her 
guard she might give mie the very informa- 
tion I was looking for. 

So, for upward of an hour, we fenced. 
The worried line, developed between her 
eyes, and the frequency with which she made 
use of her vanity case; evinced her confusion. 
Then, when I considered the psychological 
moment had arrived, I said, very quietly: 

"How is it, Peaches, that a superior girl 
like you could have put upwith this criminal 
so long? You must have*known he wasn't 
worthy of you—that he lied to you, and 
never took you into his confidence. Did he 
have some hold over you, that you couldn't 
break?" 


UTOMATICALLY, the answer came, 
softly and with a sort of quiet puzzle- 
ment in her voice: 
“I don't know how it was, De Martini. 
I used to think I could reform him." A 
little wry twitch of her lips interrupted for 
a second. "He used to promise, at first, 
that he was going to get a regular job and go 
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straight—and I believed him again and 
again, though I knew he was fooling me. I 
| wanted to believe. . . . Then, after a while, 
he got ugly when I brought up the subject. 
I threatened to leave him. The first, and 
second, and third time, he was awfully 
sweet about it. He could make me believe 
that black was white. I guess he knew I 
just couldn't stay away from him. ... I 
don't know what it was. . . . 

“But, lately, I was happy. He was going 
to leave for Italy and take me with 
him. . . . At least he said he would take 
me. I knew he was planning to leave, 
though. So many of his pals had been 
gotten by the padrones. . . . 

“I don't know who was responsible for 
his death—and I wouldr't tell you if I did. 
I feel as if the whole world had stopped, 
and yet in a way, I feel free. He made me 
so unhappy—it was torture not to be able 
to keep my word and leave him, though I 
knew he wouldn't care. I know he was 
playing around with another girl—maybe 
he would have token her to Italy with him. 
Now she can't have him, and now, maybe, 
I'll be able to snap out of this sometime . . 
but now I'm not able to think straight. 

. I don't feel I'll ever be able to think 
straight again.” 


LL this had been delivered in a sort of 

dazed, crooning tone. The girl was speak- 
ing more to herself than to me; I don’t be- 
lieve she was conscious of my presence by 
that time. 

“Are you going to his funeral?” I asked 
her, almost in the same monotonous key in 
which her own yoice had been pitched. 

Slowly she shook her head. 

"No. They're taking him over to 
Brooklyn for the wake,"—mentioning a 
name and address. "They say in the papers 
the top of his head was blown off. His 
pretty, curly black hair! Gee, he used to be 
sweet. I'm going to try and remember him 
as he was when I first knew him. But, 
God—I wish I could forget him!” 

With a quick twist of her slender body, 
she turned and buried her face in the pillows. 

I left the room and the apartment softly, 
so as not to disturb her. When she came 
to herself, I was pretty positive she would 
scarcely remember definitely what she had 
said in her trancelike state. 

The name and address with which she 
had furnished me were familiar. The 
woman was known to the police by the 
nickname of “‘Close-Mouth Annie." When 
her first husband was murdered, I had 
worked on the case; though we were con- 
vinced that she knew the identity of his 
murderer, she kept her lips obstinately 
sealed. 

Calling up the city Morgue, I learned 
that Ricci’s body was right then being 
transported to Brooklyn. I-planned to be 
present at that wake in the evening. 

Somehow, the gang leaders had learned 
of the dead man's plans to leave the coun- 
try—they knew he had been under police 
surveillance, and that it was probable that 
he would be picked up for a little session 
with the detectives before he was permitted 
to sail. He might turn informer—and he 
might not; but they were taking no chances. 
Dead men tell no tales. 


DID not believe that any of those re- 
sponsible for his killing would be present 
at the wake. Well, I wasn't after them. 
But the men Daniello had mentioned to me 


had been intimates of Ricci, and it would be 
a decidedly kind act on the part of Lady 
Luck if they paid their last respects to their 
dead comrade. I wanted to look them 
over—and net them without their suspect- 
ing for what crime they were being run in. 
Above all, it was necessary to keep the news 
of Daniello's extraordinary statement from 
seeping out to the underworld. 

Before going to report to Inspector Cray, 
I dropped into the Raymond Street Jail to 
see Daniello, who was technically being held 
on the charge of abduction. 

He was terribly shaken and nervous as 
he entered tbe Warden's office to meet me. 

"Didn't I tell you what a bad lot the mob 
is?" he demanded, ignoring my greeting. 
“They must have heard about me, and 
killed Ricci so that he couldn't be picked 
up to substantiate my statements. He 
knew far more than I did, for he knew the 
real names of all the leaders, and I know 
only the nicknames of most of them; I don't 
suppose that will help you much in catching 
them." 

No attempt had been made to keep the 
knowledge of Ricci's death from Daniello. 
I was perfectly well aware that it would only 
serve to make him even more desperately 
anxious to belp the police clean up the 
Gang, as their freedom was a constant 
menace to him. The only reason I had not 
mentioned it to him was that I wanted the 
poor devil to have, if possible, a few hours' 
sleep—and, certainly, the news would not 
have acted as a sleeping potion. 

True enough, such nicknames as “Lefty,” 
"Butch," “Goat,” "Sheik," “Choc,” and 
so forth, are very common in the under- 
world. However, the eye of a lawbreaker 
is as keen for details as a hawk. I had little 
difficutly in obtaining from him minute 
word pictures of all important members, 
their characteristics, mannerisms and any 
other items which would serve to identify 
them. 


HE more I learned from Daniello of his 

intimate contact with the “big bugs" 
of the cold-blood organization, the closer I 
came to the conclusion that they had taken 
advantage of a certain simplicity in the man. 
Without scruple, they had picked his brains 
as a vulture picks the flesh from the bones 
of desert cadaver, employing their own 
weasel cunning to make use of his education 
and business knowledge. Yet, strange to 
say, he had never realized this; it was sheer, 
stark terror which had led him to betray 
them. 

Their confidence was invaluable to us. 
That afternoon I learned from Daniello 
much which later helped to obtain convic- 
tions; the type of guns the Gang used; from 
whom they were purchased; the addresses 
of saloons and coffee houses where they were 
cached when not in use; the names of law- 
abiding people who were present on several 
occasions when the gangsters planned 
vicious killings. 

The “Apaches” of bygone days used to 
meet and mature their schemes in back 
rooms of saloons or dirty underground 
dives; of recent years, when operations are 
on a much greater scale, liquor plays no 
part at these “conferences.” Instead of 
“red-eye,” coffee and French pastry are as 
apt as not to form the refreshments on 
these occasions. Formerly, the police were 
constantly raiding the notorious dens where 
well-known yeggs congregated; to avoid 
such disturbances, the most innocent of 


bakery lunch rooms are now utilized as 
places of rendezvous. 

By the time I paid my visit to Close- 
Mouth Annie’s home, I was very well 
primed with descriptions of the men men- 
tioned by Daniello. 

The house where the wake was being held 
was a rather drab-looking, three-story de- 
cayed mansion. On the outside it was 
grimed with smoke and dirt; its window- 
panes alone shone speckless before closely 
drawn draperies. 

My ring was answered by Close-Mouth 
Annie herself. True to her nickname, she 
returned no response to my greeting. 

“I dropped in to have a little taik with 
you about Ricci," I informed her, pushing 
the door open quietly but determinedly. 
Annie needed no introduction from me; 
also, experience had taught her the wisdom 
of at least making no resistance to an officer 
seeking information. 

As if she had not heard my explanation 
of my visit, she muttered: 

“What are you doin’ here again?” 

* As I said, I came over to find out if you 
have any information that could help us 
in regard to Ricci's death." While speak- 
ing, I continued along the hall. The place 
seemed to be pretty well filled, and it was 
my intention to dig in with the rest of the 
mob. 

“It’s useless to talk to me. I don't know 
anything!” 


SUPPOSE you people want to handle 

this in your own manner but you know it 
is the duty of the police to investigate, any- 
way. I would like to see the body.” 

Very reluctantly, Close-Mouth Annie led 
me to a room in the back of the house where 
Ricci’s body was laid out. It was dark 
except for the flickering candles which were 
placed about the coffin. However, even in 
that dim light I recognized several of those 
present from Daniello’s description, before 
they unobtrusively slunk into the shadows. 

Ricci, Daniello had informed me, had 
been the most feared of all the gunmen in 
the entire mob. Although he was not a 
padrone, he had their confidence and their 
respect. Daniello, himself, had been padrone 
over the Mulberry Street district, but his 
pickings bad never been so rich as those of 
his pal. 

As a matter of form I questioned several 
of the mourners. They were not in the least 
bit. alarmed—"'someone else" had been re- 
sponsible for Ricci’s death. 

On reentering the hall I heard the front 
door open. A tall, broad-shouldered man, 
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clad in a beavy tweed overcoat, was ad- 
mitted. Close-Mouth Annie addressed him 
“Lefty.” Well—there was one who 
ought to know something! Lefty had been 
in three or four killings, according to Da- 
niello’s statement, acting as an actual 
gunman. 

"What's your right name?" I asked him. 

"Licato," he answered promptly and 
pleasantly. 

"What are you doing here?" I said, 
echoing Close-Mouth Annie's words. 

"Why, Andy was my pal. I have just 
got back from Boston, and came right over 
to see him." 

I didn't want to create any suspicion, so, 
without further interrogations, I left the 
house. 

However, once outside, I joined another 
detective who had been waiting for me. We 
took a plant in the hallway of a house 
facing that of Close-Mouth Annie. 


as 


T looks corking good to me," I told my 

partner in a whisper, for in that district 

there are always listening ears. "Let's 
pick up Lefty.” 

Within half an hour Lefty came out alone. 
We followed him for three or four blocks 
before approaching him, so as not to alarm 
the others. Then we sneaked up on him. 

"Where are you going?” my partner 
asked, placing his hand on the man’s 
shoulder. 

“Home,” he replied. 

“No, you're not! You're under arrest for 
having murdered Andrea Ricci. We have 
proof," I put in. We needed no warrent, as 
you can arrest a man on information and 
belief. 

“Why on earth would I murder my pal?” 
he protested, but came along philosophically. 

"Oh, that's an old gag," I seid. "You 
eat and run together, and then you kill each 
other.” 

“But I can prove I’m innocent! I have 
an unbreakable alibi. I was in Boston at 
the time poor Andy was shot.” 

“Good for you! If you can prove you're 
innocent, you'll be released.” 

We took him and booked him at the 
Station House. 

Lefty answered all questions with seem- 
ing candor. The examination was limited 
to Ricci's death; word of this was allowed 
to leak out to bis naturally anxious pals. 

The funeral was to take place the follow- 
ing day. 

Now, it is the Italian custom for friends 
of the deceased to follow tbe bearse on foot 
to the church. On the day cf the funeral, 
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the commander of detectives arranged 
to have a number of men stationed a short 
distance from the church. While the escort 
following the hearse were well aware of our 
identity, they thought we were tbere to 
keep order in case rival factions sbould 
create a disturbance. 

Very quietly, the men wanted were 
pointed out to the detectives standing on 
the side-lines—and so quietly that not a 
ripple of excitement was caused, fen men 
described by Daniello as leaders of the 
killers were picked up and taken to the 
Police Station. 

All believed that they were being held in 
connection with the Ricci murder. They 
got the surprise of their lives when they 
learned that they were charged with the 
killing of Ubriaco and Morello in Brooklyn, 
and Verrazano in Manhattan! 

A search of the coffee house belonging to 
Lefty disclosed the place to be a veritable 
arsenal. He, however, in his quiet, suave, 
efficient way denied all knowledge of the 
sequestered guns. 

Unfortunately, before the entire mob 
was captured, the newspapers got hold of 
the story of the haul at Ricci's funeral, and 
announced it in flaming head-lines. 

We had broken the back of the organiza- 


tion by that time, bowever, and, with the 
exception of Tony Paretti, who was wanted 
for the murder of Verrazano, we had all the 
ringleaders in our hands. 

Antonio Giordano was electrocuted; Lefty 
Esposito and Tony Notaro were sent to 
Sing Sing for from six to twelve years; Al 
Sgroia followed them with sentences of 
eleven years and six months; Pellegrino 
Morano was sentenced to not less than 
twenty years; Alessandro Vallero got Sing 
Sing for from twenty years to life. 


ANIELLO was convicted of man- 

slaughter in the second degree, but 
received a suspended sentence, and was 
later killed in New Jersey. Tony Paretti, 
threatened by a newly formed gang which 
discovered him when he came out of hiding 
after ten years’ absence, gave himself up, 
believing that all witnesses against him 
were dead. He was mistaken, and went to 
the electric chair in February, 1927. 

What happened to the others? One or 
two managed to flee the country, but the 
Morgue got most of them. The list would 
be too long to give here. 

It was the end, forever, of the “Navy 
Street Gang." Once more New York had 
rid itself of an octopus of crime. 


On the Trail of “Black Bart,” 
California's Lone Highwayman 


(Continued from page 41) 


Following. the bandit's trail a short 
distance, McConnell picked up a black 
derby hat and a silk handkerchief. There 
was no mark on the hat. The handker- 
chief bore the laundry mark, F O X 7. 

Taking these souvenirs with him, the 
driver went back, hitched up his team 
and drove on to Copperopolis, where he 
reported the robbery. 

Would the handkerchief yield a clue 
to the mysterious Black Bart, who had 
been tantalizing the vainly pursuing au- 
thorities for seven long years? 


N order that this momentous question 

might be answered as speedily as possi- 
ble, the services of Captain Harry N 
Morse, ex-sheriff and ranger, were called 
upon. 

Harry Morse was regarded as the cne 
man who could bring the terror of Cali- 
fornia's highways to justice, if the trick 
were to be turned at all. It was a job 
that called for a man who combined lion- 
like courage with the skill of a Sherlock 
Holmes. Skilled detective he was; besides 
which he already had an enviable record 
as a bandit hunter. It was he who had 
trailed down and wounded Bojorques, a 
murderous bandit, near San José and shot 
to death another desperado named Ponce. 

Morse's greatest exploit, thus far, had 
been ridding California of the Mexican 
bandit, Juan Soto, known as the "Tiger." 
Soto was six feet, three inches in height, 
and of powerful build. He was brutal by 
nature, and fought with the ferocity of the 
animal for which he was named. 

Morse trailed Soto to a lonely cabin. 
Regardless of the fact that Soto was 
surrounded by confederates, Morse entered 
the cabin, accompanied only by a deputy. 
Soto showed fight, and the deputy ran out 
of the cabin, leaving Morse struggling with 


the bandit. Soto broke away, ran out into 


the yard, with- Morse following—then 
turned, and leveled a revolver at his 
pursuer. Morse shot from the hip. His 


bullet struck Soto's revolver, knocking it 
from his hand! With a howl of rage, 
the bandit rushed back into the house, 
seized another weapon, and dashed out of 
the rear door. Morse fired again, anà 
wounded the “Tiger” in the shoulder. 
Wildly, the desperate bandit turned and 
rushed toward Morse, who coolly fired 
again. 

This time, the bullet found lodgment in 
Soto's forehead. The career of the dread- 
ed "Tiger" was ended! 

Morse's first procedure, when called in 
to track down California's latest terror, 
Black Bart, was to visit all the laundries 
in San Francisco, in the hope of tracing 
the laundry mark on the silk handkerchief 
which had been picked up by McConnell 
after the Copperopolis hold-up. 

It was wearisome work, but the man- 
hunter stuck to his task with the persis- 
tence of the real detective. Books were 
gone over in laundry aíter laundry, with- 
out results. Nobody had ever used the 
mysterious marking, F O X 7. 

Finally, in a laundry on Bush Street, be- 
tween Kearney and Montgomery, the de- 
tective found the symbols he had sought! 
The laundryman, T. K. Ware, recognized 
them at once. He said they were used to 
designate the laundry of a customer oí his, 
one "Charles E. Bolton." 

* ‘Bolton’ is a mining man, and has been 
a patron of mine for a long time," said the 
laundryman. 

This hint about “Bolton’s” calling gave 
the quick-witted detective a cue. 

“I have some ore that I want examined,” 
said Captain Morse. “I understand that 
‘Bolton’ is an expert, and is just the man 


who might help me out in such a job.” 

Ware said that “Bolton” was out of 
town—in fact, had just left the city that 
morning. He lived at the Webb House, on 
Second Street, according to the laundry- 
man. At Morse’s request, he gave a good 
description of the mining man. 

The Webb House was shadowed by 
Morse’s assistants. Several days went by, 
but the mysterious mining man did not 
appear. 

Finally, Captain Morse visited the laun- 
dry again, and once more engaged the 
laundryman in conversation. 

“‘Bolton’ hasn't shown up," he said, 
*and I'm very anxious to have this ore ex- 
amined as soon as possible." 


UST then the laundryman leaped to his 

feet and said: 

“Why, there he is now! Come outside, 
and I'll introduce you to him !" 

A well-dressed man, about fifty years of 
age, was walking down the street. He 
wore a modishly cut suit, and was swing- 
ing a light cane. A black derby hat was 
perched on his head at precisely the most 
correct angle. A bushy, black beard gave 
him a look of venerable dignity. He wore 
a large, diamond ring on one finger. From 
his scarf gleamed another diamond, nearly 
as large. He walked briskly, with mili- 
tary bearing. His shoulders were broad, 
and there was not the slightest stoop of 
age about him. He had high cheek-bones, 
and his deep blue eyes, in rather sunken 
sockets, had something of the look of a 
mystic in them. His cheeks were of good 
color. Altogether, he was anything but 
the criminal type the detective had expect- 
ed to confront ! 

Gathering his scattered senses, Captain 
Morse went through the formula of the in- 
troduction. He had told the laundryman 
that his name was Richardson. 

“Mr. Bolton,” said the laundryman, “Mr. 
Richardson, here, wants to have some ore 
examined. He has heard you are a min- 
ing man, and would like to have you take a 
look at what he has." 

"Pleased to do it, I'm sure," said Mr. 
* Bolton." 

The detective listened eagerly to these 
first words from the lips of his new ac- 
quaintance. Captain Morse had heard 
Stage drivers testify, one after another, 
that Black Bart, who had held them up, 
had a deep, hollow voice. The debonair 
“Bolton,” certainly, had a voice that was 
both deep and hollow. Coming from be- 
hind a flour-sack mask, would not the hol- 
lowness of that voice be intensified? 

Morse shook himself together at the 
sound of that voice. A moment before, he 
had been ready to give up. Surely, this 
jaunty gentleman of the old school, out for 
a stroll at five o'clock in the afternoon of 
a pleasant day in San Francisco, could not 
be the most dreaded highway bandit of the 
age! The very thought was ridiculous— 
and yet, there were those broad shoulders, 
those glittering dark eyes, and, above all, 
that deep, commanding voice! 

Still debating with himself, Morse said 
good-by to the friendly and helpful laun- 
dryman, and started up the street with 
this pleasant new acquaintance. 

More than once, during the walk that 
followed, the detective was all but com- 
pelled to admit that he was “licked,” and 
that any attempt to connect “Bolton” with 
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Black Bart’s crimes seemed foredoomed to 
failure. Not only that, but it would be a 
ridiculous failure. Morse had come pre 
pared to do battle with another “Tiger,” 
like the ferocious Soto; and here he was, 
strolling along the street, chatting with the 
most affable soul he had met in years! 

Then would come the hollow tones of 
“Bolton’s” voice, and Morse would resolve 
to go on with the show, even if it should 
turn out to be a farce. 

“The ore is in my private office,” said 
the detective. “I hope you don’t mind ac- 
companying me there. It’s only a short 
distance away.” 

"Not at all!" said “Bolton.” So, still 
chatting, the two walked down Bush Street 
to Montgomery Street and thence to Cal- 
ifornia Street, to the office of Wells Fargo 
& Company. 

Morse watched closely to see if “Bol- 
ton" displayed any trepidation as they 
turned into the Wells Fargo offices. Not 
a telltale sign rewarded his scrutiny. “Bol- 
ton" did not change color, nor did he cease 
to swing his cane jauntily and uncon- 
cernedly. Once more the detective was 
nonplused, but again he grimly resolved to 
see the thing through. 

When “Bolton” was seated in an inner 
office, he looked about him curiously, but 
displayed not a sign of suspicion or fear. 

Then—Captain Morse dropped his bomb. 

Assisted by another detective, he fired 
question after question at the suspect. 
What was his name? ... What was his 
business? ... The detective’s voice rasped 
through the room. 

"Bolton's" dark eyes temporarily lost 
their geniality. Deep in their sunken sock- 
ets they glittered, angrily. 

“I am a gentleman!" he protested. “I 
don't know either of you, or in what way 
my business concerns you!" 

"How did you receive that wound?" 
Morse shot at him. On Bolton's right 
hand there was a fresh scar. 


“TT’S none of your business!" was the 
prompt reply. “I struck my hand on a 
car rail at Reno!” 

“No, you didn’t! You got it when you 
broke open a Wells Fargo box a few days 
ago, at a place a good distance this side of 
Reno!” 

At this, “Bolton’s” indignation knew no 
bounds. 

“Do you take me for a stage robber?” 
he raged. “I never harmed anyone in my 
life, and this is the first time my character 
has ever been questioned !” 

Again, the dignity and apparent sincer- 
ity of the man had a pronounced effect. 
The detectives were more impressed than 
they cared to admit. 

Nevertheless, they had “Bolton” take 
them back to his room at the hotel. He 
went along readily enough, but the officers 
never for a moment relaxed their vigilance 
on the way. 

The room was a typical hotel room. 
"Bolton" affably offered his selí-invited 
guests cigars. Then he volunteered to 
show them anything they wanted to see. 
He pulled out the top bureau drawer him- 
self. 

Captain Morse bent over to examine the 
contents. He noticed several silk hand- 
kerchiefs, íreshly laundered. He turned 
the corners up. The laundry mark, F O X 
7, appeared on each one! 
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The detective pulled out of his pocket 
Deformities | the silk handkerchief which had been 


*'cked up at the scene of the hold-up, and 
compared it with those in the drawer. 
They were identical. 

“Bolton” watched these operations close- 
ly, growing a little pale; but his attitude 
of injured innocence and bewildered indig- 
nation seemed absolutely genuine. 

“I am not the only individual with this 
laundry mark on his clothes!” he ex- 
claimed. “That handkerchief is mine, I ad- 
mit, but I may have lost it, or it may have 
been stolen from me!” 


VEN stronger evidence, however, that 

he was not all he pretended to be, was 
found against him, when the detective 
picked up a Bible, lying on the table. On 
the fly-leaf was written: 

"To my beloved husband, Charles E. 
Boles." 

It was signed by his wife. 

The detectives took the suspect to San 
Andreas, Calaveras County, near the scene 
of the hold-up. On the way, their man was 
full of fun. He laughed and joked in 
lively fashion, and regaled the detectives 
with stories of his experiences in the 
Army. Apparently the whole situation 
was striking him as absurd—and he had 
ceased to make threats of reprisals, and 
suits for damages which he would start 
when his character was cleared, and he was 
released ! 

It had become noised about that an in- 
dividual suspected of being the dreaded 
Black Bart was being brought to San An- 
dreas, and a big crowd had assembled when 
the trio arrived. 

Cries of "Where's Black Bart?” rose 
when the officers appeared with the natty, 
smiling “Bolton.” Apparently no one 
could believe that this distinguished-look- 
ing,’ middle-aged man was the grim high- 
wayman who had so long held California 
in a grip of terror. “Bolton” relished the 
joke more than anyone else, when someone 
in the crowd mistook one of the detectives 
for the Black Bart suspect! 

While they were making ready for the 
trip to the scene of the hold-up, Morse 
kept pounding steadily on the subject of 
the robbery. “Bolton” tried vainly to shift 
the conversation to other topics. The de- 
tective kept steadfastly to the one theme of 
the crime, and the punishment that was 
certain to be meted out to the perpetrator. 

The strain was telling on both of them. 

Then came the break. 

“Bolton” leaned forward, and said: 

“Mind you, I don’t admit that I did this, 
but—what would happen to the man who 
did it, if he should confess?” 

The veiled question came like a bolt 
out of a clear sky, but it did not find Morse 
unprepared. In a flash he knew that his 
first impression had been right, and that 
the man with the hollow voice was Black 
Bart! Also, he knew that his man was on 
the verge of a confession. 

Morse explained that, while he could 
promise nothing definite, he knew that a 
confession would save the authorities much 
trouble and expense. In view of those 
facts, and also in view of the fact that no 
lives had been lost in the long series of 
robberies, he thought a confession would 
mean an extremely lenient sentence. 

“Well, then, you're right.... J’m Black 
Bart!” said “Bolton.” 


Then Boles, as his real name proved to 
be, went on to give the details of his long 
career as a highwayman. 

For years he had been employed about 
stage offices. In the course of his work, 
he had become more or less familiar with 
the inside working of the express business, 
particularly regarding shipments of bullion 
and other treasure. 

Finding himself at middle age, with no 
financial resources back of him, and with 
no glowing prospects for the future, Boles 
concluded to turn highwayman. As a 
stage robber, he hoped to pick up, in a few 
years, enough money to enable him to re- 
tire on a comfortable income. 

He studied the situation carefully, 
as he thought, covered his tracks so that 
detection would be difficult. He never 
staged a hold-up where he could be easily 
trailed. 

He always established two camps. One 
of these was in the high hills, where he 
could scan the road and the surrounding 
country with field-glasses. Having famil- 
iarized himself with stage schedules, the 
average number of passengers carried, and 
other details, and having selected a good 
site for a hold-up, he would move to an- 
other camp, close to the road. Then, on 
the day when he figured that the treasure 
shipment would be above the average, he 
would step from the roadside in the char- 
acter of Black Bart—always wearing a 
flour-sack mask which concealed his en- 
tire head. 


and, 


HE most astonishing part of Boles’ 

story was his-statement that the sawed- 
off shotgun, which had so often menaced 
stage drivers and Wells Fargo messengers, 
was never loaded! 

"[ hated the idea of bloodshed,” 
plained. “I 


he ex- 
wouldn't harm a human be- 


ing! I preferred to take a chance, and 
bluff my way through with an unloaded 
gun !" 


The police accepted this statement as the 
truth, in view of the fact that Boles, when 
fired on, had never sent back a return 
shot. 

After he had made his astounding con- 
fession, Black Bart was taken on a trip 
of twenty miles to the scene of his twenty- 
eighth and final stage hold-up. 

Unerringly, he led the detectives through 
the woods near the spot where the Copper- 
opolis hold-up had occurred. Stopping at 
the end of a hollow log, he reached in and 
produced a canvas sack. In this sack was 
found, intact, the $4,800.00 which had been 
taken from the Wells Fargo box and the 
mail-sacks. 

This was the only 
Black Bart ever made. 

No one, outside of those closely in- 
volved, knows how much treasure he ac- 
tually obtained in his seven years of suc- 
cessful operation as a stage robber. In 
many cases it was believed that the losses 
given out were far below the actual 
amounts stolen. Black Bart had lived well 
in San Francisco. He had traveled a good 
deal between hold-ups. Perhaps he had 
spent all the money he had obtained at 
the muzzle of his unloaded shotgun, or 
perhaps he had thousands cached away. 
Nobody could tell. 

In view of his confession, since the evi- 
dence against him was purely circumstan- 
tial, and also in view of his advancing 


restitution which 


years, he was given a light sentence. He 
was sent to San Quentin to serve seven 
years—one for every year he had spent as 
a bandit. 

While Black Bart was in prison, the 
authorities received letters from his wife 
in Illinois, telling what a model husband 
he had been. As the bandit’s term neared 
its expiration, his wife pleaded with the 
authorities to see that he was sent back to 
Illinois, where a home awaited him. , 

But the quiet life of the Middle West 
was not for Black Bart. 

On his release from prison, he called on 
the detectives who had been responsible for 
his arrest. He congratulated Morse on his 
good work, and apparently bore no one ill 
will, Then he visited other detectives in 
San Francisco, and told them how he used 
to drop in at a certain restaurant where 
they congregated, in order to joke with 
them about their failure to catch Black 
Bart! 

Then he disappeared. 
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He did not return to his home in Illinois, 
where his wife awaited his coming. Nor 
did the natty and popular “Mr. Bolton” ap- 
pear again in his San Francisco haunts. 

As months went on, the rumor came that 
Black Bart had been seen in China. Then 
another rumor sifted back, to the effect 
that California’s once-dreaded highwayman 
was living the quiet life of a rancher in 
Nevada. 


O one knows how much truth there 
was in any of the reports that came 
in from various parts of the world. 

It may have been that in the Far East, 
where so many derelicts drift in the hope 
of beginning life over again, the word 
Finis was written to his astounding career. 
Or it may have been that he took up pros- 
pecting, and died alone in the mysterious 
desert fastnesses of the Southwest We 
have no record of his death. 

Such was California’s lone highwayman, 
Black Bart—an enigma to the last. 


The “Tip-Off” on Room 46 


(Continued from page 32) 


was obtained. This young man, who work- 
ed the early morning shift, from two to 
ten A. M., declared he had heard no ex- 
plosion. However, shortly after coming on 
duty, he had observed two men in a Jewett 
touring-car drive past his station several 
times. Anticipating a possible hold-up, he 
had jotted down the license number. 
The car was quickly traced to a local 
automobile-for-hire agency. Joe Blum, the 
manager, informed the officers that the 
machine had not been returned, and that he 
had been just about to report it stolen. 
“Do you remember the looks of the 
man you rented it to?” asked McCaleb. 
"Ill say I do! Short, light-haired— 
‘dish-faced.’ Had kind o' greenish eyes— 
signed his name ‘H. A. Richards.’ " 
Officers, disguised as attendants, were 
left on stake at the auto rental agency, and 
Mr. Blum was brought to the Detective 
Bureau. There, he was shown books con- 
taining photographs of hundreds of known 
criminals and ex-convicts. 


HE had hardly scanned a dozen pages, 
when he identified the picture of one 
Richard Graham, Los Angeles, No. 10139. 

"There's your man!" he declared em- 
phatically. "I'd know him anywhere! He's 
the one that signed up for the Jewett— 
while his partner waited." 

By no means convinced that the dealer's 
memory had served him correctly, but de- 
termined to overlook no possible lead, the 
officers investigated Graham's record. 

It took only a few minutes to go through 
his "package" in the Bureau of Identifi- 
cation. Richard Graham, alias C. H. Letts, 
alias John Marsh, alias Eddie Morgan, was 
a two-time loser. In October, 1912, under 
the name of Richard Graham, he had been 
committed to Ione Reformatory on a 
charge of Contributing to the Delinquency 
of a Minor Child. According to the in- 
vestigating officer's report, he had taken a 
young girl to the theater ; afterward, at the 
point of a gun, he had forced her to ac- 
company him to a cheap rooming house, 
where he registered himself and his child- 
companion as man and wife. Graham’s 


age was given as nineteen years at that 
time. 

Before attaining his majority, he was re- 
leased from the Reformatory, and imme- 
diately embarked upon a career of crime. 

In November, 1913, he was convicted of 
Burglary, and sentenced to Folsom Prison 
as a "repeater," for a period of fourteen 
years. During the year 1916, he made his 
escape from the Prison Road Camp, and 
was not apprehended until July 10th, 1919, 
when he was again arrested at Alameda, 
California, for Burglary. This resulted in 
his return to Folsom, where he remained 
until discharged on November 4th, 1925. 

Photographs of finger-print impressions 
left by one of the safe blowers on the 
chain grocery burglary, compared identi- 
cally with those on file for Richard Gra- 
ham. 

Immediately after his record had been 
investigated, a telegram was dispatched to 
the Warden of Folsom Prison, requesting 
detailed information concerning Richard 
Graham, Convict No. 8912. The reply, re- 
ceived at seven o'clock that same night, 
gave the Los Angeles address of one Marie 
Smithers, with whom Graham had car- 
ried on an ardent and constant correspon- 
dence during his sojourn at the prison. 

An hour later, Officers McCaleb and 
Savage called on the young lady in ques- 
tion. 

They presented their cards. 

"We understand you are well acquainted 
with Dick Graham," McCaleb said, by way 
of introduction, 

"Yes 

"Know where he is?" 

Miss Smithers' delicately penciled brows 
drew together in a frown of concentration. 

"I'm not sure that I do," she said finally. 
"[ haven't seen him in some time !" 

“Think hard," counseled Savage. 
want to talk to him." 

“I may have his address in a memoran- 
dum book in my dressing-room.” Her 
white teeth flashed in an engaging smile. 
"Will you excuse me while I look?" 

She glided gracefully from the room, 
closing the door quietly behind her. An in- 
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later, the officers heard a second 
door closing. 

“She’s giving us the slip!” 
McCaleb, jumping to his feet. 
oft !" 

Cautiously, Savage turned the door knob 
and stepped into a tiny vestibule connecting 
the living-room with the aforesaid dress- 
ing-room. 

A voice, low and tense, 

“Gladstone 4137 !" 

Snatching a note-book írom his pocket, 
the officer jotted down the telephone num- 
ber. 

“Room Five, please.” He 
distinguish the words. 

Before the connection had been made, he 
jerked open the door and confronted the 


whispered 
“Head her 


caught his ear: 


could barely 


now white-faced girl, sitting at a small 
table, the telephone receiver held to her 
ear. 


“Hang up!” Savage commanded curtly. 
“You ought to know better—with your ex- 
perience—than to try to tip that yegg off 
while we're here! Get your hat and coat. 
You'll be more useful at the Station for 
the next few hours.” 

All trace of the genteel lady disappeared. 

“Say! Who the hell d’you think you 
are—breaking into my dressing-room? 
I guess I’ve got a right to call a 
friend. 

"Not that íriend—not now, anyway! 
Will you come, or will you be taken?” 

The furiously protesting girl was es- 
corted to the waiting police car, and driven 
to Central Station. There, she was left in 
charge of. a matron, with instructions to 
see that she was not given access to a tele- 
phone. 


HE number, Gladstone 4137, which 

Marie had tried to call, was traced to 
Room 5 on the first floor of the St. Regis 
Hotel, where it was found that Graham 
was registered. 

A cordon of plain-clothes officers imme- 
diately proceeded to the St. Regis. Captain 
Cahill, with Lieutenants McCaleb and 
Savage, went straight to the suspect's 
room. Receiving no answer to their 
knock, they obtained a pass-key, entered 
and sat down to await his return. A com- 
plete safe-blowing equipment was found in 
the apartment. 

Other officers, in command of Lieuten- 
ant Pruett, were staked outside the hotel. 

At ten-twenty-eight P. M. footsteps 
were heard in the hallway. Involuntarily, 
the officers in Room 5 tensed for battle. 
The door opened half-way . . . a chair 


squeaked . . , the door was slammed 
shut. ... 

Dashing out in the corridor, the officers 
were just in time to see the figure of a 
man rushing toward the rear entrance! 

Three police revolvers spat fire in the 
direction of the fleeing man. Untouched, 
he bolted through the rear door and made 
a flying leap of ten feet to the porch of an 
adjoining vacant house. 

Captain Cahills shouted command to 
halt was answered by a shot from the dark. 

Smashing a glass window of the house, 
the fugitive paused just long enough to 


empty his gun at the pursuing officers. 
Then he ran to the front door, He jerked 
it  open—and confronted Lieutenant 


Pruett! At sight of him, the desperado 
threw up his hands. 

"I surrender !" he gasped. 

RUETT advanced with handcufís, and 

reached for the yeggman's gun. 

Without warning, the desperado gave 
Pruett a vicious kick on the right shin- 
bone, sending him sprawling to the floor. 
An instant later, the hunted man was run- 
ning full speed down the street. 

Groaning with pain, Pruett staggered 
to his feet, and again gave chase. The íu- 
gitive, encountering pedestrians who at- 
tempted to block his progress, felled one 
man with a blow from his revolver, then 
abandoned the sidewalk and darted into an 
alleyway. Doubling on his tracks, he 
again sought cover inside the deserted 
house. Pruett dashed around the adjoin- 
ing house, sighting him again just as his 
quarry leaped through the still-open rear 
window, facing Pruett. 

Pruett fired twice at the jumping figure. 
Both bullets struck their mark, and the 
human target fell, mortally wounded. He 
breathed his last as Lieutenant Pruett, 
limping painfully, reached his side. 

Captain Cahill, with McCaleb and Sav- 
age, arrived a few seconds later, having 
been momentarily thrown off the trail by a 
bystander who sought shelter from the 
hail of bullets by darting into a garage. 

The dead man’s finger-prints established 
his identity, beyond question, as Richard 
Graham. 


N August 22nd, 1926—two days after 

this gun fight—a Los Angeles news- 

paper carried an item reading as follows: 
Thugs Put Price on Head of Cop! 
That an underworld gang has of- 


Sir Hall Caine Writes on ‘‘Love’’ 


MONG the big features of PHvsicaL CuLTURE Magazine for April, 

is Sir Hall Caine's great article discussing How Much of Life 
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marriage and divorce, expressing the fruits of a lifetime of thought 
and philosophy by one of the greatest writers of modern times. 
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get it. 


April PuvsicAL CULTURE, containing nearly a score of equally vital 
and interesting features, will be on sale at all news stands April 1st. 
A Macfadden Publication. Price 25c. 


fered a “bonus” of $1,000.00 to be 
paid to the man who “gets” Detec- 
tive Lieutenant “Bob” Pruett, was 
the assertion to-day by Acting Cap- 
tain of Detectives M. C. O’Connor. 
The “tip” is being run down, he says, 
and Officer Pruett has issued a chal- 
lenge to any man of the underworld 
who cares to meet him with a view 
to settling the matter. 

The alleged bonus offer is thought 
to be the result of the death of 
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Richard Graham, ex-convict, who 
was slain in a gun fight by Detec- 
tive Pruett on August 20th. 


O date, no gangster has tried to carry 

out the dire threat against Lieutenant 
Pruett’s life. Bob's challenge to any and 
all gunmen to meet him at any designated 
place, has not been accepted; and he goes 
gamely on his way, making good his slo- 
gan: 

“Safety First for Safes!” 


The Horror in the Basement 


(Continued from page 35) 


explaining to him what had happened. He 

told us that he would arrange to have the 

body moved to a morgue immediately. 
These steps having been taken, my fel- 


low officers and myself decided to con- 
tinue with the investigation until Rose, 
the detective, got down on the job. After 


a brief consultation, we determined first to 
try to have the dead girl identified. Sud- 
denly I remembered that Miss Rutley, a 
very good friend of mine, was one of the 
forewomen of the factory. Perhaps she 
could help us out! 

I lost no time in reaching Miss Rutley 
over the telephone. I explained to her 
what I wanted, and, though it was still 
before dawn, she agreed to come right 
away. As soon as the patrol wagon came 
for George Lemuel, we instructed the 
driver to take him on to jail and then go 
for the forewoman of the factory. "Thirty 
minutes later Miss Rutley was there. 

In the meantime, Rose, the Chief oí 
Detectives, had arrived. Adams had gone 
back with the patrol wagon and our Negro 
prisoner, to take up his duties at Head- 
quarters. Sergeant Stantz had also left to 
look after his patrolmen. That left only 
Rose, the forewoman and myself at the 
Pendil Factory. Together the three of us 
climbed silently down the ladder to the 
basement, which seemed menacing, now, 
with the horror of the still, motionless 
figure in the corner. 


| took Miss Rutley only a second to 
identify the dead girl as Ruth Cronik, 
one of the younger girls working in her de- 
partment. Inquiring a bit into the char- 
acter of the fourteen-year-old employee, we 
were told by the forewoman that, so far 
as she knew, Ruth had always been a 
hard-working, straightforward girl. 

The tragic death affected Miss Rutley 
as one would expect such a shock to do. 
We kept her at the factory just long 
enough to get what information we de- 
sired, and then called a taxi and sent her 
home. 

Detective Rose and I then got down 
to business. We discussed the case a 
few minutes, and concluded that the 
next step was to find out why the girl 
had been there at the factory on a holi- 
day, and who had last seen her alive. 
Upon consulting the city directory, we 
found that the gigantic Pendil Factory 
was a corporation, with Albert Y. Ver- 
ting as president, and Lanthro Toby as 
secretary and treasurer. It was logical 
that we first call the president. We 
reached him over the telephone, inform- 
ing him that “something” had happened 
at his factory, and that we wanted him 


to come down and render us what aid 
he could. But he told us that it was 
impossible for him to leave, as the stork 
was hovering close to his home at that 
particular moment. 


He referred us, 


however, to Lanthro 


Toby, the secretary-treasurer. 

We immediately reached Mr. Toby's 
residence over the telephone. A femi- 
nine voice answered the ring. I asked 


to speak to Mr. 
delivered the 
rasping voice 

“Hello, 


Toby, and had scarcely 
message before a man’s 
came over the wire: 
hello, hello!” 

“Mr. Toby,” I said, “this is Rogers 
of the Police Department. Something 
has happened at the Pendil Factory, and 
we would like you to come down—right 
away, if possible. We will come for you.” 

That was all I said. I did not tell 
him what had happened, and he did not 
ask me the reason for the mysterious 
call at that hour of the morning. He 
consented to come without another word 
of explanation from me, and said that 
he would be ready when we arrived. 

Going out of the front door of the 
factory to get to the machine that was to 
take us to Toby, we met the automobile 
from the funeral director who had been 
requested by the Coroner to move the 
body to the morgue. I gave the men 


directions as to where they would find 
the body, and then we proceeded on our 
way. 


Arriving at the house, we were met 
at the door by the wife of Lanthro Toby. 
We asked to speak to her husband, and 
almost immediately he came to the door. 
He approached us briskly, rubbing his 
hands together excitedly. 

“Has anything happened at the fac- 
tory? Has anything happened at the 
factory? -Has anything happened at the 
factory?” He asked this question three 
times, in rising accents, and almost in 
one breath. I soon learned that this was 
his characteristic way of talking, when 
excited. 

Now, I did not wish to apprise him, 
just then, of what had occurred at the 
factory—I had a hunch to wait and see 
what he might say, first. So, I hung 
my head and made no reply. He took a 
quick note of my move, turned swiftly 
to Detective Rose, and in the same ex- 
cited manner asked him the same ques- 
tion. From police instinct, my partner 
realized that if I had wanted the man 
to know what had happened at the fac- 
tory, I would have told him. The de- 
tective knew that I had been on the case 
at the start and was, therefore, in a 
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real work. I've only built my foundation. I want just 
60 days more (90 in all) and you'll make those friends of 
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A REAL MAN 


When I'm through with you you're a real man. The 
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exercise of a regular he-man. You have the flash to your 
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better position at that time to know 
what was best to do. So he did not 
answer Toby’s question, either. He, also, 
hung his head. 

The secretary of the concern grew still 
more excited. Turning to me, still rub- 
bing his hands together, he spoke again: 

“Did the night watchman call up, and 
tell you anything?” 

I studied him closely for a moment, 
and then I said, slowly: 

“Mr. Toby, you had better get your 
coat and hat, and let’s go to the factory 
and see what has happened.” 

He wheeled about, and faced the 
woman who had answered our ring at 
the door. 

“Wife,” he rapped out, “get my coat— 
get me my hat—get me my collar!” 

Standing there in the doorway, he took 
the articles brought to him by his wife, 
put them on, and in a few minutes was 
completely dressed for the street. 

We had a short distance to walk from 
Toby’s front door to the spot where we 
had parked our car. As we made our 
way to the machine, I asked the young 
factory secretary suddenly: 

“Do you know Ruth Cronik, Mr. 
Toby?” 

“Does she work at the factory?” he 
countered quickly. 

“I think she does,” I replied. 
know her?” 

He waited a moment, 
said: 

"I don't think I know her. I know 
very few of the girls by name, only by 
number, you know. I am thrown in 
contact with them only when I pay them 
off, you see. But I can look on my 
books and see if she works there." 

We were at the car by this time. Be- 
fore entering the machine, I turned to 
Detective Rose. 

“Sam,” I said quietly, “the undertak- 
ing parlor is on our way to the Pendil 
Factory. Suppose we stop by there, and 
let’s see if Mr. Toby knows her?” 

Rose sanctioned my suggestion by a 
nod of his head. Without another word 
I climbed in the driver's seat. Rose in- 
vited Toby to enter next, and when the 
Pendil Factory official was seated, the 
detective climbed aboard. 


*Do you 


and then he 


OT a word was spoken by any of us 

from the time we left the home of 
Lanthro Toby until we reached the 
morgue. Once at the undertaking estab- 
lishment, the three of us alighted. We 
were met at the door by Mr. Pease, the 
funeral director. 

“I would like to see the girl you have 
just brought from the Pendil Factory,” 
I said to the undertaker. 

“All right, sir," he replied pleasantly. 
“Follow me.” 

He led us back through the chapel 
into the morgue. Motioning for us to 
follow, he entered the small room, which 
would measure approximately five by ten 
feet. I came as far as the door. Direct- 
ly behind me was Toby. Detective Rose 
brought up the rear. 

As soon as Mr. Pease entered the 
little room, he turned on a light that was 
covered by a green shade and was sus- 
pended from the ceiling by a drop cord 
directly over the dead girl’s head. Still 
and peaceful she looked, in the white 
light of the lamp. A sheet covered her 


body, up to her chin, and her dark curls, 
spread out, formed a soft pattern against 
it. Gently, Mr. Pease raised her head 
and turned her face toward the door. 
With this I stepped into the room out 
of the doorway, to allow Toby to enter, 
and looked at him inquiringly, as if to 
ask him if he knew her. 

Half supporting himself on the door, 
the Pendil Factory official looked up— 
down—everywhere but directly at the still 
face before him. 

He caught my eye, but just for a 
moment; then, a look of terror coming 
into his face, he started to back slowly 
away. 

"I don’t know her! 
he gasped. 

“How do you know you don’t know 
her, when you haven't looked at her?” 
I almost shouted the words at the re- 
treating figure. 

Still backing away 
hands, he said again: 

“T tell you, I don’t know her!” 

Detective Rose and I followed him to 
the front door. I stopped long enough 
to thank Mr. Pease for his courtesy, 
and then went out on the street to join 


I don’t know her!” 


and waving his 


Rose. Some ten feet from him was 
Toby, already making his way toward 
the car. 


As the detective and I started for the 
machine, I turned to Rose and whis- 
pered: 

“This fellow knows more than 
admit, about that dead girl!” 

“Well, we'll follow it up, old man,” 
Rose answered softly. 


he'll 


HE three of us then got in the 

machine and drove to the  Pendil 
Factory. 

It was daylight by this time, and 


newspapers were already on the street 
announcing the tragic death of Ruth 
Cronik. A large crowd of curiosity- 
seekers had gathered around the factory 
when we arrived.. Sergeant Stantz had 
stationed a patrolman at the front door, 
with instructions not to allow anyone to 
enter, except, of course, members of the 
Police Department. 

Wedging our way through the crowd, 
we were admitted to the factory by the 
policeman. We went directly to Toby's 
office, where he opened his safe and took 
out what proved to be a time-book. Run- 


ning his fingers down the page, he 
stopped at a name. 
“Yes, Ruth Cronik works here,” he 


said. Then, pausing for a moment, he 
looked up, and his eyes found mine. 
“By the way, I remember now,” he con- 
tinued, “—she was here yesterday after- 
noon, about twelve-thirty, for her money. 
She opened her envelop right here in 
this office. Suppose we look around— 
we may find where she dropped it. I 
remember distinctly, there was a dollar 
and twenty cents in it.” 

We looked around closely, but found 
no envelop. Presently Toby stopped in 
his search and, without a word, stepped 
just outside the door to the time clock that 
Lemuel, the night watchman, had been 
punching. He pulled a key from his 
pocket, unlocked the large clock on the 
wall, and took out a slip of paper. He 
then inserted a blank sheet in the clock. 
Next, he placed the slip on a box 
stationed by the timepiece and, taking 


a pencil from his pocket, made a nota- 
tion of the date—the date Ruth Cronik 
had been killed. He then walked back 
into his office and placed this slip on 
his desk. 

I followed him into the inner room. 

“Mr. Toby,” I said to him, “during all 
the time we've been here with you, you 
haven't yet asked what happened at the 
factory since we left your house. Now, 
come with us, and we'll show you what's 
happened !” 

Without a word, the secretary-treas- 
urer followed Detective Rose and myself 
back into the hallway. There I told him 
that we would first go down to the base- 
ment. S:ill silent, he went to the elec- 
tric switch that controlled the current 
for the elevator, which, at that time, was 
stopped on the office floor. The three 
of us stepped into the elevator, and Toby 
ran it to the basement. Upon our ar- 
rival there, I led the way to the spot 
where the dead body of Ruth Cronik had 
been discovered. 

While in the basement, I outlined in 
detail to the secretary-treasurer just 
what we had found after being sum- 
moned to the factory by George Lemuel. 
I pointed out to him the exact spot 
where Ruth had lain. Then I took the 
note we had picked up near her body, 
and read it to him. We then went back 
to the elevator shaft where the slipper 
had been found. 

Throughout this entire ordeal in the 
basement, Lanthro Toby did not ask a 
single question nor offer a single sug- 
gestion. He followed us in silence, ghast- 
ly pale and extremely nervous. We, as 
the investigators, noticed this particularly 
—most especially, his lack of words. 

I determined that he would say some- 
thing, however, before he left the factory. 
So, after pointing out everything in the 
basement, I suggested that we go back 
up to his office. When we were again 
in the room on the second floor, Detec- 
tive Rose, Toby and I sat down, and I 
began to question the factory official. 
Finally I asked him to tell us just what 
had happened the preceding afternoon, 
when Ruth Cronik had come for her pay. 


a R. TOBY,” I said, “so far as we can 
learn, you are the last one to have 
seen the Cronik girl alive.” 

He hesitated for some moments, as if 
weighing his thoughts. Finally he 
whirled in his chair, and began to talk: 

“Ruth Cronik worked back in the metal 
room, and because we had been short of 
material, she had worked but two days 
last week. As yesterday was a holiday, 
I paid off in the factory on Friday. This 
girl wasn’t at work then, though. So 
yesterday, at twelve-thirty, she came up 
as usual for her time. I was there 
alone, when she walked in. I paid her 
off. She opened her envelop, counted 
her money, and then went downstairs. 
That’s the last I saw of her!” 

I waited a few minutes after the man’s 
explanation, and then I said: 

"Mr. Toby, I'm afraid we will be 
forced to hold you a while for investi- 
gation,” 

He looked at me, still ghastly pale, 
but made no reply. We remained in the 
office only a few minutes after I had had 
my say. Then, quietly, I took Toby’s 
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arm, and we left the room. After push- 
ing through the crowd that still per- 
sisted in hanging outside the silent fac- 
tory, the three of us once more entered 
the machine that had brought us from 
Toby’s home. 

Detective Rose took the wheel this 
time, and as we started to drive away, 
one of the police reporters of the local 
newspapers hailed us from the curb, and 
asked for a ride to Headquarters. In 
order to make room for the newspaper 
man, I asked Toby to sit in my lap. All 
the way from the factory to the police 
station, I could feel the man trembling. 
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three officers detailed at Headquarters. 
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According to the rules and regula- 
tions of the Police Department of this 
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building, and the detectives’ den was on 
the third floor. 

Thinking that my part in the case was 
concluded, I then checked off duty, got 
in an automobile and hurried home for 
some sleep. I left behind useful facts 
and theories for the detectives to thrash 
out, as well as George Lemuel, Negro 
night watchman at the Pendil Factory, 
and Lanthro Toby, secretary-treasurer 
of the concern. As I afterward learned, 
both of the detained men went through 
a grueling cross-examination a greater 


part of that Sunday morning and after- 
noon, 
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tory girl. Even the Chief of Police was 
displeased with my action. 

"How in the world, Rogers, did you 
figure out that Toby knew anything 
about this mystery?" he asked me. 

"Well, Chief," I replied, "I had noth- 
ing to go by, except the man's actions 
and his silence. I thought it rather odd 
that he never had curiosity enough to 
inquire into the object of our call for 
him to come down to the factory. I 
wondered, too, why he said he did not 
know the girl when we went to the 
funeral parlor, and said this rather em- 
phatically, without even looking at her. 
And then, when we got back to the 
factory and started prying into things 
further, he said that Ruth Cronik had 
been in his office the day before to get 
her two days' pay, and that he had 
given her the pay envelop!” 

I then explained to the Chief how 
pale Toby had been throughout the time 
he had been a party to our investiga- 
tion, and how he had trembled on the 
way from the factory to Headquarters 
while sitting in my lap in the automo- 
bile. 

"That's easily explained," the Chief 
answered. “One has only to talk to 
Mr. Toby a few minutes, to find out 
that he is an extremely nervous man! 
It was perfectly natural for him to be 
pale during the time he was with you, 
and when you arrested him and started 
to the station, it was nothing out of the 
ordinary for him to tremble." 

I didn't have any more to say, but 
I thought a great deal. Somehow, I could 
not help but think that the secretary- 
treasurer of the concern knew a great 
deal about the death of Ruth Cronik. I 
cannot say that I had any suspicion that 
he had actually killed the fourteen-year- 
old girl, but I was of the firm conviction 
that he knew more about the case than 
he had admitted. There was one remark 
he had made which recurred to me 
throughout that night. It had come in 
the form of a query, and had been asked 
at his residence: 

“Did the night watchman call up, and 
tell you anything?" 

The next day the detectives continued 
with their probe. There were some twenty- 
six working on the case, part on full-time 
and part on part-time. From information 
I picked up at Headquarters, George Lem- 
uel, the night watchman, was the object 
of much of the probe. But the Negro 
stuck out for his innocence. He repeated 
over and over the story of how he had 
found the dead girl in the basement, and 
how he had called Headquarters immedi- 
ately after making his find. 

Three days passed, and still the de- 
tectives worked untiringly on the myste- 
rious case. In the meantime I contin- 
ued with my routine work at Headquar- 
ters, but through information picked up 
at the station, I kept in touch with the 
investigation. 


N Wednesday afternoon, about three 

o'clock, I had just finished my din- 
ner when the telephone rang. Picking 
up the receiver, I caught a male voice 
from the other end of the line. 

"Is this you, Boots?" the man asked. 
And, upon my telling him that it was I, 
he continued: “This is Russel, day watch- 
man at the famous Pendil Factory." 


Russel was a white man whom I had 
met on several occasions, while answer- 
ing various petty calls around the fac- 
tory. I answered: 

“All right, Russel—what can I do for 
you?" 

*Get up here to the factory as quick 
as you can!" came the reply, "I've got 
something to show you!" 

The thought immediately flashed into 
my mind that Russel had found some- 
thing bearing on the mysterious murder 
case. I lost no time in jumping on my 
motorcycle and hurrying to Police Head- 
quarters. Since the case was in the 
hands of the detective force, I thought 
it was ethical for me to consult Chief 
of Detectives Rose before going to the 
factory. Upon my arrival at the sta- 
tion, however, I found Rose had gone on 
some other investigation. Detective 
Stuart, who had been working part of 
the time on the Cronik case, was in the 
office, and in order to avoid criticism 
from the detective department, I asked 
Stuart to go with me to the factory. We 
got in a machine and started out. 


IVE minutes later we were at the 

manufacturing plant, and found Russel 
waiting at the front door. 

“Tve got something upstairs that looks 
kinder suspicious to me," he greeted us, 
"and it might lead to something that 
will help you in the Cronik case." 

"We need all the help we can get!" I 
commented, with a smile. 

We followed Russel to the staircase 
and walked up to the floor above. From 
there he led us” back into the metal 
room. It was in this same department 
that Ruth Cronik had worked. 

Once in this room, Russel pointed out 
a Negro to us, as the black fellow bent 
over a wash tub. The man had some 
sort of a garment in his hand, and was 
scrubbing it vigorously. I recognized 
the Negro as Felix Jiles, whom I had 
arrested several times for minor offenses 
around the city. 

"That Negro passed me a little while 
ago with a shirt in his hand," Russel 
explained, "and I noticed a big, red spot 
on it that looked like blood to me! I 
thought it might be worth investigat- 
ing." 

Detective Stuart, the day watchman 
and myself then walked over to where 
Felix was industriously scrubbing away. 
Catching him by the arm, I said: 

"What is that you're washing, big 
boy?” 

He looked at me, rather startled, and 
then grinned. 

"Hit's a shirt,” he returned. 

“What are you washing it here for?” 
I asked. 

‘Tse got a summons to de Coroner's 
jury," he said. “As dis am de onliest 
shirt I’se got, I wants to look as nice as 
I kin. So's Ise washin’ hit!” 

"Well, what is this red spot in this 
shirt?" I asked, picking up the garment 
from the water, and showing it to him. 

"Dat's iron rust,” he replied. “Mah 
ole woman hung hit out on de line, 
which had a nail in hit, an' hit got 
rusted !" 

"The Coroner's jury doesn't meet un- 
til Saturday,” I reminded him. “Why 
are you washing this shirt this early 
in the week, and why didn't you get your 


old woman to fix it up for you?” 
“Dis am de onliest one I’se got, 
as I said befo’, I ain’t got nuthin’ 
to wear.” 
“Do you work here, 
him. 
“Yas, suh, I sho’ does!” 
“What do you do?” 


an’, 
else 


I asked 


Felix?” 


“Ise de sweeper fo’ de factory,” he 
answered. 

"[s that all you have to do?" 

The Negro did not reply immediately. 
He shuffled his feet several times. Fi- 
nally he said : 


“Yas, suh, i 


dat's 'bout all I does, suh! 
Felix's eyes were rather wild by this 
time, or I was badly mistaken. There 
was something about him that made me 
suspicious. I realized that I had been 
severely criticized for arresting one 
party in connection with this case, and 
that one man I had taken to the police 
station had been released. Was I going 
to take another chance in taking into 
custody another man for investigation? 
For several minutes I inspected the 
shirt the Negro had been washing. And 
the more I looked at it, the more the 
spot on the collar looked like blood. 
Without wasting further words, I de- 
cided to arrest Felix Jiles and hold him 
until I could have the “iron rust” ana- 
lyzed, and ascertain whether it would 
pan out to be blood. Turning to the 


Negro, I said quietly: 
"Tm afraid I'll have to detain you 
for investigation, Felix. Get your coat 


and hat." 


ITHOUT a word, the Negro obeyed 

my command. A few minutes later 
Detective Stuart and I escorted him to 
the police car we had brought from 
Headquarters. 

When we arrived at the police station, 
I turned Felix Jiles over to the detec- 
tive department. I also put into the 
hands of Detective Rose the shirt the 
Negro had been washing, together with 
all other information I had gathered. 

The Negro was taken up to the de- 
tectives’ office on the third floor by 
Detective Stuart. Later on, the shirt 
was sent to the State chemist for an 
analysis. 

After some two hours of cross-exam- 
ination, Felix Jiles still stuck to his 
story—the explanation he had given us 
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at the Pendil Factory. Nothing could 
shake him. Detective Rose, however, 
thought it best to hold the Negro pend- 
ing the outcome of the chemical analysis 
of the shirt. He was taken downstairs 
and locked up in a cell—incomnmunicado. 

At midnight I went back on my eight- 
hour watch at Headquarters. In the 
meantime, the detective force continued 
to run down rumor aíter rumor that 
reached their ears and purported to 
concern the Ruth Cronik case. But none 
of the gossip got the department any- 
where. 

Time after time George Lemuel, the 
night watchman at the factory, and Felix 
Jiles, the sweeper, were put through 
severe cross-examinations. Yet, every 
time, they stuck to their original stories. 

Friday afternoon came. Again I was 
called to the telephone at my home. This 
time the caller was Simpson, the turnkey 
at Police Headquarters. He informed 
me that Felix Jiles wanted to see me! 
The Negro seemed anxious to impart 
some kind of information. 

Upon my arrival, I first went to De- 
tective Rose. I advised him that Felix 
Jiles wanted to have a talk with me. 
Knowing that the man had been marked 
incommunicado, I asked the Chief of 
Detectives to allow me to see the Negro. 

O to it, Boots!” Rose said. “See 
what you can get out of him!” 

In company with Detective Stuart, 
who had been with me when Felix had 
been arrested, we went to Felix Jiles’ 
cell. After passing the time of day with 
him, I let him know that the turnkey 
had said he wished to see me. 


“Yas, Mist’ Boots,” he returned, “I 
wants to have conversation with you.” 
“What’s on your mind?” I asked. 


“You’se used me right,” he said sim- 
ply, “an’ I’m a-goin’ to tell you all I 
knows about what happened at de fac- 
tory at de time dat young lady was mur- 
dered!” 


What Felix confesses is so astounding 
that his listeners find it almost unbe- 
lievable—at first. Can there be a human 
monster so fiendish as to be guilty of 
the crime against little Ruth Cronik that 
the Negro describes? Felix accuses an- 
other n.an—but the detectives have only 
his unsupported word. What did the 
Negro tell?—whom did he accuse?—how 


One of the Strangest Stories Ever Written 
LOVE of a beautiful girl led Lieutenant Paul Mainau of the Austrian 


Army into Russia. 


become a Russian spy in Vienna. 

What decision he makes in this fateful hour, how he becomes en- 
meshed in diplomatic intrigue and strange adventures, is told by 
Lieutenant, now Captain, Mainau in the swift-moving story, I Turned 
Traitor to Save My Country, in the April issue of TRuE SrRANGE 


STORIES. 


There, he faced death unless he agreed to 


In the same number, you will also find the glamorous adventures of 
a buyer of empiresin a story called The Exploits of Jacques 
Lebaudy—Emperor of the Sahara. 

TRUE STRANGE Sronizs for April will contain many other exciting 
and fascinating stories dealing with amazing experiences. Don’t miss 


this unusual magazine of unusual stories. 
Sronizs is obtainable on all news stands. 


Price 25c a copy, 30c in Canada. 


April TRUE STRANGE 
A Macfadden Publication. 
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Choose “¢ Instrument 
the Big Professionals Use 


“I am happy to 
say that all the 
musicians in my 

resent band use 

uescher True-Tone 
Instruments.” 

If you’re interested 
in a musical instru- W 
ment, you should @ 
choosethe kind used by ~ 
the famous professionals— 


BUESCHER., 


True-Tone 


Musical Instruments 


It isjust asimportant that you have theright 
instrument as it is for the professional. Bues- 
cher instruments are the very finest it is pos- 
sible to buy and have improved features no 
other instruments possess, yet cost no more. 


The Bureche Saxophone is equipped with 
patented Snap-on Pads — easy to replace, 
with no more cementing. This is a t im- 
provement for beauty of tone and a great 
convenience. Found only on the Buescher. 


Easy to Play 
Easy to Pay 


Besides being unusually easy to m y, we 
make it easy for you to pay for any Buescher 
Instrument, by our Partial Payment Plan 
arranged to suit your convenience. It enables 
you to play and earn while you pay. 


6 Days' Trial in Your Own Home 


on any Buescher Saxophone,Cornet, Trumpet, Trom- 
bone or other instrument. Fill out and mail coupon 
for full information, Mention instrument in which 
you are interested. 


Buescher Band Instrument Co. 
2727 Buescher Block Elkhart, Indiana 


ITBUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT CO.  . . (509 @ 
l 2727 Buescher Block, Elkhart, Ind. 1 
! Gentlemen: Withoatebligeting me ia any waypleasesend § 
! nt free literature i 
| 12m ieterested'in the 1 
i PB mle wnt mont Sevebvecsnee veecscecscecccces B 
! D EYTTIERIDIIT: AT Oe E T OREP 
1 Address , 


fan ASOT ORS, 1s us das da iub b da ad da daa ‘at b dnt cin dou eb di 
$ each for names of new customers 
who wear an artificial eye. Send 
names of any you know and earn com- 
mission. Nothing to buy or sell. 
Denver Optic Co., QUINCY, Denver, Col. 


Make $30-$35 a Week 
YOU can learn at home in spare 


time. Course endorsed by f. end 
cians. Thousands of Vere ee Me ed Est. 


CAGO 
pet 384, P S. Ashland Boulevard, 
lease send 


me 
Opportunities in 


free fascinati AN n i 
our ree nating et, 
ursing," and 3 


2 sample lesson pages. 
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Earn Big Money 


Experience unnecessary. Write, 


2190 Broadway 


Mail FREE Detective Particulars to 


| 
E A DETECTIVE} 
| 


New York 


DT eee eee eee eee eee eee 4 


_—————————— | 


We also send 
pA which you 

e id easy piana 

obtaining "teenda penny. 

UCA MFG. co., R Watch 26-96, CHICAGO 


$25 to $70 a WEEK +> 
M cR. Reb 
this dainty new creation. f 
everthatannoyanceof slipping 
straps! Real comfortfor women at last. 


TIMES ) LINGERIE "Y COMPART, SEI Nr Wadham, Coma, 
100 sy Pearl Chain $2.25 


BeYour OwnBoss / 
MakS SS aweek'2s 


Be your own boss. Come and go as 

you please and make anywhere 

from $75 to $100 a week as my 

Representative. I'll start you at 

my own expense. All I ask you to 

do is call on my customers in your neighborhood 

and take their orders for the famous Comer 

All-Weather Coats. $15 to $20 a day—$75 to 

$100 a week is easy. Stone cleared $410 the 

first 13 days. Cooper makes his $500 a month 

regular. You don't need experience, capital or 

special training. If you are really anxious to 

get out of the old small-pay rut and make Big 
oney in a high-grade business of your own—write 

me at once for my Special Money-Making Offer. 


C. E. Comer, Pres., COMER MFG. CO., Dept. Z-351, Dayton, Ohio 


Siop Using a Truss 


Free de Plapao - Free 


STUART'S A PLAPAO- 


straps: © DLL or cm ng 

as velvet—easy to 
ELT Foresta a 

ofacen BA 
quarter tury: wi tdelay Grand Prix 
aidan ural, 80 no sul 
Gold Medal and Grand 

will be sent D SUR 


Awarded 
Gold Medal 
from work. Process of 
use for a truss. Awarded 
Prix. Trial of * PLAPAO" 
Write your name on coupon and send T 


PLAPAO CO., 45 Stuart Bldg, St. Louis, Mo. 


True Detective Mysteries 


did the detectives set about finding cor- 
roboration of his amazing story? The 
second and concluding part of this fact 
account is probably the most dramatic 
rehearsing, step by step in every detail, 
of a horrible crime, that has ever been 
published in any magazine. It rivals, in 


actual fact, the weird tales of Edgar 
Allan Poe. Don't miss the gripping ac- 
count of the sensational disclosures in 
this famous mystery. case that was 
known around the world—complete in 
May True Detective Mysteries, on all 
news stands April 15th. 


The St. Louis Gang Rule Terror 


(Continued from page 55) 


saloon at 1400 Franklin, while the occu- 
pants in the car pumped lead into the 
proprietor. 

Colbeck took charge of things the next 
day, and you have to give him credit— 
he was some organizer! 

When I joined the Egan mob, Colbeck 
was just coming into power. His influence 
grew until, at the time I went away to 
prison, he was the boss of St. Louis Coun- 
ty. His word was law. 

In another year he would have had the 
city of St. Louis just where he wanted it. 
Everybody was taking their hats off to 
him. It was “Dint this” and “Dint that.” 
He made himself a power by doing favors, 
and by making people believe for a long 
time that he could do things that he really 
couldn't do. In the end, however, he got 
to the point where he could do all the 
things he promised. 


VERY time Dint would learn of some 

prominent man getting in a jam in the 
county, getting pinched for speeding or 
something like that, he would call the man 
up and offer to help him. 

But he never did anything for anybody 
who couldn't do twice as much for him. 

He had friends everywhere—in the 
Police Department, in the City Hall, the 
Municipal Courts Building, and up at 
Jefferson City. 

3ig business men used to come out to 
the Inn to eat and drink, and to order 
whisky and beer sent to their homes or 
offices. Colbeck always made it a point 
to sit down and talk to them. These big 
men used to take pride in saying to guests 
they would take out there with them, 
"This is my íriend, Dint Colbeck !" 

You know how the crowd always likes 
to be seen with champion prize-fighters 
and owners of horses that win the Derby? 
Well, it was the same way with the fel- 
lows I’m talking about. They liked to be 
seen with Dint—liked to call him their 
friend. 

Frequently I stole automobiles of 
prominent citizens. Colbeck would call 
them up and say: “I heard you lost your 
automobile—I'm going to see if I can't 
find it for you." 

After a while he would call them again, 
and say: “I found that car of yours— 
I'm sending it in to you!" 

Colbeck made íriends with policemen 
at every opportunity. He was always 
slapping them on the back and calling 
them by name. They liked it—just as 
everyone else did. He gave whisky and 
beer to a lot of cops, and even loaned 
money to some oí them. 

Many a St. Louis cop I've seen at the 
Inn around Christmas time—coming out 
for his Christmas whisky! I could give 
their names in a long list, but that would 
be rough on them, and I won't do so. 


Lots of times, when some policeman 
would want to question a member of the 
gang about a robbery, the cop would call 
Dint by telephone. 

"I've got to bring in Oliver Dougherty 
and Steve Ryan," perhaps the cop would 
say. "Where can I get them?" 

Colbeck would promise to have the men 
meet the cop, and after the men had 
cleaned up, shaved and put on fresh cloth- 
ing, they would go to the copper, who 
would make out a report that he had 
"picked them up" at such and such a 
place! 

The Egan gang had the beer concession 
in St. Louis County, and beer came out 
to the Inn by the truckload and was dis- 
tributed. If you wanted to sell beer in 
St. Louis County, you had to buy it from 
us, and at our price. After a time we got 
into the beer game in St. Louis, and han- 
dled a*great part of what was sold there. 
Once I heard Dint call a man in St. Louis 
on the telephone. He said: 

“Say, you've been selling beer in St. 
Louis! I'm rurining St. Louis, and, by 
God, you quit that racket or I”ll blow 
you up!" 

The fellow kept on selling, and so, I 
suppose, he fixed things up with Dint. 

A couple of Italians were paid by the 
week to go out and look for moonshine 
stills. Every time they located a new 
one, the owners were notified that they 
had to pay so much per week to Dint, 
who collected from $100.00 to $500.00 a 
month írom every moonshiner in the 
county. Many a still was blown up be- 
cause the owner refused to kick in. 

The crap games all paid tribute to 
Colbeck. Oíten Dint made more money 
out of the game than the guy who was 
running it! 


OUSES of prostitution also paid toll 
to the gang each month. 

Anything that was off-color had to pay 
Dint. 

When the Maxwelton race-track was 
sold and we had to move out on the 
Olive Street road, someone told Dint 
that the Ku Klux Klan had bought the 
place and was going to use it for meet- 
ings. Then a meeting of the Klan was 
held there, and Dint swore he'd blow the 
place up. 

We got the dynamite, made a bomb 
and prepared for the job. Three auto- 
mobiles carried the mob over to the 
track. Dint, Steve Ryan, Oliver Dough- 
erty, Chippy Robinson, Bill Engler, 
Sticky Hennessey, Barney Castle, my- 
self and some others made the trip. We 
got to the track early in the morning, 
and found two men guarding the place. 
One of the guards came running down 
to meet us, and, flashing a star, said: 


“Get the h away from here!” 


A on o[08/ 


‘According to a recent article by tho 
president of the world’s largest motor 
research corporation, there is enough 
energy in a gallon of gasoline if con- 
verted 100% in mechanical energy to 
run a four cylinder car 450 miles. 


NEW GAS SAVING 
INVENTION ASTONISHES 
CAR OWNERS 


A marvelous device, already installed 
on thousands of cars, has accomplish- 
ed wonders in utilizing & portion of 
this waste energy and is producing 
mileage tests that seem unbelievable. 
Not only does it save gasoline, 
but it also creates more power, gives 
instant starting, quick pick-up, and eliminates carbon. 


FREE SAMPLE and $100 a Week 


To obtain national distribution quickly, men are being 
appointed aversunere to heip supply Se — de- 
mand, Free samples furn to workers. today 
to E. Oliver, Pres., for this free sample and big 
money making offer. 


WHIRLWIND MFG. CO. 
999-883-E. Third St. Milwaukee, Wisc. 


DEAFNESS- HEAD NOISES 


relieved b 
“UNSEEN COMFORTS” ` 


Maltitudes of persons with defective hearing and Head 
Noises enjoy conversation, go to Thea- 

tre and Church because they use Leonard 
Invisible Antiseptic Ear Drums, Tiny 
Megaphones fitting in the Ear entirely, 

out of sight, No wires, batteries or 

head piece. They are Unseen Com- 

forts and inexpensive. Write for 

booklet and sworn statement of the 

inventor who was himself deaf. 


A. O. LEONARD, inc., Suite 240, 70 5th Ave., New York 


FREE SAMPLE 
FOR POSTAGE 


This regular 50 cents 
purse bottle of capti- 
vating UNE FLUER 
parfume sent free on 
receipt of name and 
address, enclosing 
TEN CENTS for 
packing and postage. 
(Outside U. S. A. 5 
cents extra.) 


LAWRENCE, INC. 


Dept. K-S 
9th and Nectarine Sts, 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
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END SICKNES 
THIS NEW WAY 


Just a light, 
small, comfortable inexpensive Radio-Active Pad, 


No medicine, drugs or dieting. 


worn on the back by day and over the stomach 
at night. Sold on free trial. You can be sure 
it is helping you before you buy it. 
sold on this plan. r 
that it healed them of Neuritis, Rheumatism, High 
Blood Pressure, Constipation, Nervous Prostration, 
Heart, Lungs, Liver, Kidney and Bladder trouble, 
etc. No matter what you have tried, or what your 
trouble may be, try Degnen's Radio-Active Solar 
Pad at our risk. Write today for FREE Trial 
offer and descriptive literature. Radium Appli- 


ance Co., 1925 Bradbury Bldg., Los Angeles, Cal. 


Gain Health 


From Sunshine 


Made to Order in 
Your Own Home 


Ten minutes & day with this 
amazing new "sunshine" lamp 
builds health, strength, vitality 
inanaturalway. Renews health 
at its source—the blood cells, the 
nerve —* the Paces glands. 
Aches, na iseases are over 
come. Fired nerves are soothed and re- 
vitalixed. Tones up entire system, clears 
the skin, improves beauty, builds resistance to 
disease. Colds relieved and prevented. Anyone 
can use; Endorsed by Doctors and Hospitals. 
New_low P5 $90 complete. at plan. today 
for FREE fol an "vx 2 Pav 

NNATI A’ MATIC MACHINE CO. 

ear el 94 ncinnati, Ohio 


Over 150,000 
Thousands have written us 


True Detective Mysteries 


“Chase yourself, or I'll blow you up!" 
Colbeck retorted. 

The man recognized him. 

“Is that you, Mr. Colbeck?” he asked. 

“Himself,” Colbeck answered. 

“Well, that’s all right,” he said, and 
he walked away. 

Dynamite was put on three sides of 
the building and the fuses lighted. The 
old building rattled in ruins a few min- 
utes later. 

“That’s that," said Dint. 

[The date of the dynamiting of the 
club building was August 5th, 1923. 
Renard’s disclosure makes known for the 
first time the names of the persons who 
wrecked the building, and the reason 
therefor.] 


LOT of people have an idea that 

Colbeck would do anything he'd 
promise, and that if he was your friend 
he was a 100 per cent friend. Now, I'll 
tell you one. 

One night Dint told me to steal a car. 
I got one from in front of an apartment 
on North Kingshighway. I took it out 
to the Inn. Soon after I returned, a 
man who was on a bond for one of the 
mob called Colbeck on the telephone, and 
said his automobile had been stolen, and 
would Colbeck try and locate it? Dint 
said he would. 

Then he asked me where I got the 
car, and I told him. He told me to 
whom it belonged, and I asked him: 

“Shall I take it back and get 
other?” 

“No, we'll keep it,” he said. 

That night the mob took the car out, 
and it broke down. They shot it full 
of holes and tore the top off. 

Talking about bonds reminds me of 
the way Dint got most of them. Of 
course, there were always some good 
fellows who would sign a bond without 


an- 


expecting a fee. But most bondsmen 
wanted some money for the risk they 
took. 

Back in the days before I started 


running with the Egan mob, I had al- 
ways paid my bondsmen. But I never 
paid a dime for a bond after I started 
trooping with Dint, and some of the 
fellows who used to charge me money 
for bonds now signed them for nothing. 
Dint had them all scared. If one had 
the nerve to ask for money, Dint would 
tell him where to go. 

At one time the amount of the bonds 
for all members of the gang totaled 
$1,250,000.00. But the mob never paid 
a cent.for the bonds. I remember one 
time that Dint called a man, and told 
him to be down at co! at a certain 
time the next day to ma«e a bond. The 
man said he would be there. Next day 
he failed to show up. Dint called him 
on the telephone. 

"What's the matter?" Dint asked. 

“My wife won't let me sign the bond,” 
he said. 

“Can that stuff!" Dint told him. “You 
get down here and sign that bond, and 
get here quick!” 

The guy came in a taxicab. 

That's the way most bonds were made. 
Threats and fear got the same action 
that money would, and in many cases 
fellows outwardly respectable but ac- 
tually engaged in shady businesses 
signed our bonds to win the protection 
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“Mary, I Owe It 
All to You" 


“Mr. WILLIAMS called me into his office today and 

told me he was going to raise my salary $50 a month. 
“T am glad to give you this opportunity,’ he said, 

‘for the best reason in the world. You deserve it. 

“You may not know it, but I've been watching 
your work since the International Correspondence 
Schools wrote me that you had enrolled for a course 
of home study. Keep it up, young man, and you'll 
go far. I wish we had more men like you." 

“And to think, Mary, I owe it all to you! I might 
still be drudging along in the same old job at the same 
old salary if you hadn't urged me to send in that 
I. C. S. coupon!” 


How about yeu? Are 


always going to work for & 
small salary? 


Are you going to waste your natural ability 
all your life? Or are you going to m ahead in a big 
way? It all depends on what you do with your spare time. 

More than 180,000 men are getting ready for promo- 
tion right now In the I. C. S. way. Let us tell you what 
we are doing for them and what we can do for you. 


Mail the Coupon Today 
-—— ——— — — — — —Á —ÁÀ —À —À —Ó — —— — 
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
“The Universal University” 
Box 2264, Scra Penna, 
Without cost or obligation on my part, please send me 
a cone of gus 43-Dage booklet, Whe Wins and Yn m 
an e me h can qui y for t sitio! 
subject, before which I have marked an E: IF 
BUSINESS TRAINING CQURSES 
Business Management Business Correspondence 


Industrial zement []Show Card and Sign 
Personnel Management Lettering 
Trafic Management Pigtenography and Typing 
Accounting and C.P.A. [English 
Coaching Civil Service 
[}Cost Accounting Railway Mail Clerk 
Bookkeeping Mail Carri: 


er 
Common School Subjects 
High School Subjects 


Secretarial Work 
Spanish [D French 
Salesmanship Illustrating O 

ertising Lumber Dealer 

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
Architect "Automobile Work 
Architectural Draftsman[' jJ Airplane Engines 
Building Foreman E Plumber and Steam Fitter 
Concrete Butlder Plumbing Inspector 
Contractor and Builder [)Foreman Plumber 
Structural Draftsman Heating and Ventilation 
Structural Engineer J Sheet-Metal Worker 


L] Electrical Engineer Steam Engineer 
Electrica] Contractor Marine Engineer 
Electric Wiring Refrigeration Engineer 
Electric Lighting R. R. Positions 
Electric Car Running Highway Engineer 
Telegraph Engineer Chemistry 
"Telephone Work Pharmacy 


Mechanical Engineer 
Mechanical Draftsman 
Machine Shop Practice 


Mining Engineer 
Navigation (] Assayer 
Iron and Steel Worker 


Toolmaker Textile Overseer or Supt. 
Patternmaker Cotton Manufacturing 
Civil Engineer Woolen Manufacturing 
Surveying and MappingL] Agriculture  [] Fruit Grewing 
Bridge Engineer Poultry Farmin 
Gas Engine Operating LiMathematics Radio 
INARO. ...r.cescccsssescestocssontneecescussenqsssenstbessoenenossesegees — 
Street 
AArORS...-cerrccrccrssscecrescccsoscsessoceceacsscssone — Ó— 


ll — P —— —' Stato.............. 


If you reside in Canada, send this coupon to the 
International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, 
Montreal, Canaá 3 


WRITE THE WORDS FOR A SONG 


WE COMPOSE MUSIC QUA ART BONG HIR a 


MONARCH MUSIC COMPANY 
236 West 55th St. (near Broadway) Dept. 389, NEW YORK 


BEAUTIFY YOUR FEE 
A Shapely Foot Is a Joy Forever 


*' The “Perfection” Toe Spring 
REMOVES THE ACTUAL 
CAUSE of the BUNION 
or enlarged joint. Worn at 
night, with auxiliary 
appliance for day use. 


Write for full particulars, 
C.R.ACFIELD, Dept. 
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Doesa petting party stop witha meee Or or does tthe 


rnt Is spooning dangerous t last 
pit £s answered. See ^ Safe det, b Page 


Are You Afraid 
To Love? 


Has true love come into your life — or didn't you 
recognize it when it came? Are you afraid now of 
the baffling, perplexing mysteries of sex rclation- 
Ship? Are you discontented with thestupid lies and 
furtive ashamed answers the world gives you in 
place of the naked, fearless truth you desire? Do 
you want some safe, sane, unashamed advice on 
sex questions? Do you hesitate asking your doctor 
certain questions? Clip coupon below, send it today 
without any money and in a few days you w 
receive the most startling surprise of your life. 


Life’s Secrets 


At last a book has been published that digs into sex matt 
without fear or beating around the bush. This startling tie 
book,''Safe Counsel,” written by Prof. B, G. Jefferies, 
, Ph. D., contains just theinformation you want. In 
will be amazed at its frankness. Words are not minced. “Pi 
n—the right word is used in the 
if a * contains nine startlin; sections: 
Eugenics; 1l. loy ve; HI. 
We Childbirth 


ov. gy qie xual Science: 
iseaseg an iil’ Principles s of Health and 
My ok aS, The Sto ao Tite Here are a few of sub- 
sed: Love, "Rearets of Marriage, ADEM, of Re- 
, Mistakesof Bridegroom, Advice to New 
ts of Excesses, Spoonin; pen Peg Ww 


e Science o: 


Send No Pre 


—simply mail the coupon 


Don’t send an now. Just clip and mail the coupon. 
We willsend d the regu Tar $4.00Gift E duonof Dare Counsel” 
by return mail. W D icri ves. hand postman the Special 
Introductory Price of only $1.98, a s postage ge. Examine the 
k. Then if not satisfied, return the k within 6 days and 
your money willbe refunded. You take norisk, Soorder Now! 


"wwwmwum Mail this Coupon NOW g +m m m m m»s 


PUBLISHING CO. 

800 N. . Clark Street, 1701, Chicago. TIL 
Please send me a copy of the 1n, Gift Edition of ''Safe 
Counsel” in a plain wrap! marked '*Personal.'' I will 
n arrival. Althou; 


the postman only $1.98, p! tage,u 

1 ‘am benefiting by this special offer, may return the book 
within 6 days, if not and you agree to refund my 
money. . 


WOME cccnuccucstdcsscteccnccdeecces cocesetécteese 


Street 


or RLF. Discccccscccccccsccccvccescecsssssesssssese 


City ... eee eee eee eroe cocos Blate..... "TM 


1f you may be out when postman calls, send p E 
mS eh witheeder. You save postage and C. O.D.fees, 


(Price outside of U, S.—$2.50 cash with order) 


50c 


Weekly 


Rectangular r Wrist watch. 14kt. rolled white gold case, platinum 
tifully engraved, Silk band and 14kt 
Flisi white wold ved E rosea sppbire jeweled moves 
ment, perfect 


give , 25 yr» satisfactory service, 
Latest Solitaire Ring 


Bine, ling *'Harbirn Dia- 
richly en- 
I o-c« ring. Har- 


To advertise Harbirn Diamond we will give the above de- 

seribed Rectangular Wrist Watch, absolutely free, with each 

ring purchased under our most liberal payment plan. 
offer. Send name and address. N: 


, no red ^ A) Just a "$e 
strip of paper r measure. On arrival pay your Postman 
, thiy for 4 months; fuil 
E fies sree post P o an bs jor the ring oniy and pos 


‘Guaranty W Watch Co. Cet ne Nassau St., Dept.116,New York 
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we could give them if anyone bothered 
them too much about their way of mak- 
ing money. And by protection I mean 
the sort that a gang of hard-boiled guys 
with guns could give. Dint was the 
power in the background for a lot of 
"business men." 

Dint never went out with the mob on 
robbery jobs, but he got his cut on 
everything, and no trick was turned 
without his permission. When anybody 
brought in a plan for robbery, we would 
all sit around and discuss it, and decide 
who was to pull it. Everybody got a 
cut, whether they helped or not. The 
slogan of the mob was “One for all and 
all for one." 


EN that book, The Three Musketeers, 
which I like to read, those guys carried 
swords instead of gats, but they were 
the original gangsters and gunmen all 
right, and that’s my favorite book. 

When a job was to be pulled, Dint 
let everybody know about it, and warned 
them to get their alibis ready. Funny 
thing about getting an alibi. Those who 
were to pull the job didn’t bother about 
getting theirs—if they got caught, the 
alibi would be framed for them later! 
But the ones who were not to take part 
in the job had to go out and prepare 
their alibis. The fact that I would be 
sitting out at the club when a trick 
was turned, didn't mean anything; that 
wasn’t an alibi. The fact that I would 
be at home or out riding with my wife 
when a place was robbed, meant nothing. 

A wife or home alibi is the worst kind. 

The best alibi is a “doctor” alibi, a 
“garage” alibi, or a “cop” alibi. You've 
got to get respectable people to back 
you up, or the alibi will fall flat. My 
pet stunt was to be seen around honest 
people at the exact time the job was to 
be pulled. I'd get in a conversation and 
then ask the time. I'd always let them 
know who I was. I would go into a 
business house and would do the same 
thing, or else I would take my automo- 
bile to a garage and stand around while 
a little repair work was done. 

When I was working my kind of a 
job, I had to take a chance on being 
identified by the ones we stuck up, just 
like the others who were in on it. If 
we were identified, we would have our 
friends frame our alibis later. 

Its easy to get honest people to lie 
for you. You'd be surprised! 

The “doctor” alibi is one of the best. 
I'd go into the office of some first-class 
doctor, one who has an office girl who 
writes down vour name and the time 
you arrived ar. departed. Lots of times 
I would find a cop on his beat, start a 
talk-fest with him and ask him the time. 
That was always a good alibi. There 
were a lot of cops who would tell the 
truth even for a gangster, and if you 
were talking to one of them at a certain 
time you could rely on his telling the 
truth. 


ATROLMAN William H. Anderson 
was one of the square-shooting kind— 
and yet, he was murdered. 

There has been a lot of mystery at- 
tached to that murder, which was just a 
cold-blooded killing. I happen to know 
all about it, and shall tell the entire 
story. 


St. Louis has always been puzzled 
over the murder of Patrolman Anderson. 
The poor copper's body was found be- 
fore daylight on the morning of Feb- 
ruary 10th, 1924, lying on a sidewalk 
near the east or rear entrance to the 


bar of Edward M. (“Putty Nose") 
Brady at Vandeventer and Natural 
Bridge. There: was a wound over his 


right eye, made by a club, and two bullet 
holes in the head, one in the neck, and 
holes in his clothing where slugs had 
missed the flesh. 

The murder has remained a mystery— 
an unsolved crime. It should have been 
solved, for it was as cold-blooded a 
crime as was ever committed. 

It could have been solved, too. 
were people in that saloon who knew 
who committed the murder, and who 
knew why it was committed. Some of 
them would have talked if the police 
had grabbed them and charged them 
with being accessories to the murder. 
But the police never found them for 
questioning. 

The trouble with 
worked that job was, 
looking for a motive when they should 
have been rounding up everyone who 
had an opportunity to kill Anderson. The 
motive didn't count, because there wasn't 
any! 

Detectives are always looking for mo- 
tives; they can't seem to go ahead with 
an investigation until a motive is es- 
tablished. If I were a cop, I'd: work 
the other way round. I'd find out first 
who had an opportunity to commit a 
crime, and then-figure out which of all 
the persons who had an opportunity had 
a motive. 


There 


the police who 


that they were 


HEN Anderson's body was found he 

had on his mittens, his coat was but- 

toned, and his revolver was in its hol- 

ster. That's why he was murdered! He 
trusted the wrong guys. 

I knew Anderson, and he was a 

friendly cop. He wouldn't try to get you 


in a jam, if you were in the right. If 
he had you nailed, he took you in. He 
wouldn't be hard-boiled about it. He 


would just say, "Well, I gotta take you 
in to the station to see the Captain." A 
lot of other birds would give you a 
punch in the mouth and drag you to the 
call box by your coat collar. But not 
Anderson. He was a good guy—and 
that's why he was murdered. 

There was a wild party at the "Putty 
Nose" joint on the Saturday evening 
before the murder. A lot of red-hots 
with their women were out there. There 
was plenty of drinking. Some time after 
midnight, Patrolman Anderson looked 
in. James P. (Jimmie) Miles, Jr., (since 
killed by policemen), was behind the 
bar, helping out for the evening as a 


bartender. Anderson walked over to 
Miles. 
"You've got to quiet these people 


down," he said. 

"They're not harming anybody," Miles 
said. 

"You quiet them down, or I'll call 
the wagon and give you all a ride!" 
Anderson ordered. 

“All right, chief—Tl tell ’em.” 

Anderson went out, and Miles cau- 
tioned the crowd to quit singing. 

Some time aíter Anderson had de- 
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parted, Eddie Linehan arrived in a taxi- 
cab He was a hard-boiled bird, was 
Eddie—as tough a boy as ever carried 


a gun. He had been out to the Max- 
welton Club on the Olive Street road, 
and was full of county hooch. He 


chinned with Jimmie, bought a couple 
of drinks, had an argument with another 
fellow, and then went over to a table 
with some other red-hots and sat down. 

At five A. M, the whole party was 
hitting it up. There was singing and 
dancing and general merrymaking, with 
plenty of hooch being served every few 
minutes. 

Everybody was drunk. 

About this time Patrolman Anderson 
returned to the saloon. 

"When are you going to close up?" 
he asked Miles. 

"What do you 
Miles countered. 

"Are you going to raise hell all day 
Sunday, too?" 

“There isn't any Sunday closing law, 
is there?" 

"Your gang is making too much racket, 
and if you don't stop it and get out of 
here, I'm going to call the wagon!" 
Then Anderson turned toward the crowd 
in the wine-room. “You've all got to go 
home!" he boomed. 

Linehan was on his feet in an instant. 

"Who says we got to go home?" he 
demanded. 

"| say so,” 


want to know for?" 


said Anderson. 


"Who the hell are you?" Linehan 
demanded. 
"Listen, my boy," said Anderson, kind 


of smiling and fatherly-like, 
of rotten hooch !" 
"Im as sober as you are!" 
"Calm down, my young friend 
“Friend, hell! Calm down yourself— 
why don’t you beat it out of here?” 


"you're full 


HEN Anderson got mad and grabbed 
Eddie. In the brief scuffle he dropped 


his hat, but managed to get 
on Linehan. 
"Will you be quiet?" 


a good hold 
he asked. 


"Yes, damn you!" said Eddie, and 
Anderson released him. 
"Have you got a rod on you?" the cop- 


per asked. 
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“Find out,” Eddie answered. 
Anderson frisked him, and took a gat 
and a holster from under Linehan’s left 


arm. 

“Pil have to arrest you,” Anderson 
said. “Get his hat and coat for him, 
somebody.” 


They gave Linehan his hat and coat, 
and he put them on. Holding Eddie’s 
left arm, Anderson walked toward the 
front door, which was locked. 

"Where's the key?" Anderson asked. 

“I don't know," Miles answered. 

“Never mind—I'l go out the way I 
came in,” and he started for the back 
door with Eddie. 

Miles had a bottle of beer in his hand 
during all this time. He still had the 
bottle when he followed Anderson and 
Linehan out of the back door, and onto 
the sidewalk. 


“Here’s your hat,” Miles said to the 


policeman. 
Anderson, with his right hand, was 
holding Eddie by the left arm. He had 


Eddie’s gun and holster in his left hand. 
He released Eddie for a minute as he 
reached for his hat. 

Linehan grabbed the bottle from 
Miles’ hand and, turning, hit Anderson an 
awful crack over the right eye. Ander- 


son fell with a groan, dropping the pistol. 


“Gimme my gat!" Eddie said to Miles. 

Miles handed him the holster. 

Whipping the gun from the case, 
Linehan stood over the poor copper and 
emptied it into his body. 

Anderson died instantly. 

Linehan then turned to Miles, 

“Well?” he demanded. 

Miles was pale. 

"Tough luck for 
K.," he answered. 

Everybody in the place knew what 
had happened. There was a roaring ot 
automobile motors, a flashing of lights, 
and in a few minutes everyone was gone. 

Anderson's body lay there, waiting for 
someone to find it. 

Linehan drove back to the Maxwelton 
Club in a taxicab. Later that morning 
he told what had happened. 

“Killed a smart cop,” he said. 

“What for?” he was asked. 

“Tried to pinch me!” 

“Tough luck—better lay low,” 
cautioned. 

All that talk about the gang having 
a law against killing coppers is plain 
rot. And all the conversation about 
Linehan's later being murdered because 
he shot Anderson is bunk. 

Il tell why Linehan was killed, but 
before that part comes, I shall relate 
some other hitherto undisclosed criminal 
activity. The Jack Daniel whisky rob- 
bery will be next. 


the dump—but O. 


he was 


ECORDS at the Central District 
Police Station show that the ware- 
house of the Jack Daniel Distilling 
Company, 3960 Duncan Avenue, was 
robbed twice. The records are tech- 
nically wrong. There was only one 
robbery, and that was on December 8th, 
1922. It provided a lot of prominent St. 
Louisans with their Christmas whisky— 
after it had been diluted, of course. 
The big removal of whisky from the 
warehouse was in August, 1923, but that 
wasn't a robbery—you can't steal what 
belongs to you. 


It was Joe Powderly (since mur- 
dered) who got the tip on the first Jack 
Daniel job. Powderly was never a reg- 
ular member of our gang, but he brought 
in a lot of tips and took a hand in a 
job now and then. He came out to see 
Colbeck, and explained he had been 
hanging around the distillery and had 
got a line on how to stick it up. Dint 
called the mob together and explained 
the deal, which looked easy. 

"I guess we'd better pull it,” Dint 
said. "The mob can use a little real 
whisky for the holidays, and a lot of 
guys down-town have been asking for 
some pre-war stuff. Ray, you go borrow 
a couple of trucks.  Powderly, you'd 
better take a final look and see that the 
lay is O. K. If you give us the go-go, 
we'll make it to-morrow night." 


BORROWED two trucks froma friend. 

Powderly returned and reported that 
everything was O. K, that it would 
be easy to stick up the watchman in the 
distillery, but that there were a couple 
of extra watchmen employed by other 
concerns near-by who had better be 
taken care of, too. (These men were 
W. G. Booth, watchman for the Granite 
Bituminous Paving Company, and Ed- 
ward Boyd, watchman for the Stephan 
Coal Company.) 

When we got 
outlined the plan. 

“Ray, Red Smith and Chippy Robin- 
son will stick up the watchmen in the 
warehouse. Eddie Linehan and Oliver 
Dougherty will get the watchmen who 
work at those other places. Better march 
them into the warehouse and guard 
them all together. Steve Ryan and Lee 
Turner can help out where they’re needed. 
Better take a few of these other punks” 
(hangers-on at the Inn) “to help roll 
the barrels. Joe Powderly can point 
out everything to you when you get 
there." 

We parked the trucks near the ware- 
house, and then went to the east side of 
the building, where there is a sliding 
steel door, and where Powderly said the 
watchman (William Sullivan) would 
come out to punch the call box and send 
out the “all’s well” signal. We slipped up 
on him as he came out of the big steel 
door, and after he had punched the 
clock which rings the call bell, we 
punched him in the back with gats. 

“Ease 'em up, big boy!" said Chippy. 
“This gat of mine might go off—it gets 
nervous when people holler!” 

The watchman's hands went up. 

"Where's your pard?" Powderly asked. 

"Inside," he gasped. 

"Lead the way real careful-like," 
Chippy. 

The other watchman (Walter Eason) 
hove into sight just then, and I covered 
him. 

We marched the two watchmen into 
one of the rooms, and we made them 
stand with their faces to the wall—their 
hands still waving shakily over their 
heads. 

In the meantime Dougherty and Line- 
han, with the young hangers-on of the 
gang who were helping us, had gone 
to the two other places which Powderly 
had pointed out, and had stuck up the 
two watchmen there. 

They were, marched over to the dis- 
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tillery and put under 
distillery watchmen. 
"We're going to work, 
told the four watchmen. “Get me right— 
if any of you guys do any funny stuff, 
you'll have a funeral at your house day 


guard with the 


now," Chippy 


after to-morrow. And if any of you 

ever identify one of us for this job, 

you'll get a big dose of lead. See?” 
One of the watchmen said he was 


cold—could they have their coats? (Funny, 
how guys get cold when they get scared.) 
Chippy, who would just as soon have killed 
one as have looked at him, fetched their 
overcoats, and then got them whisky kegs 
to sit down on. He even let one of the 
watchmen smoke a pipe. 

“Now, if you guys are good, maybe 
we'll give you a good drink before we 
leave,” Chippy promised them. 

Then we went to work. We got a 
crowbar and forced a door to the room 
where the case liquor was kept. Every- 
body lent a hand and passed out the 
cases. Barrels were rolled out and low- 
ered with the elevator. We put a good 
load on both trucks. 

The gang had a great time. Every 
once in a while one would take a crow- 
bar, smash in the head of a barrel, and 
sip a drink. Chippy rubbed a lot of 
in his hair—said it made him smell good. 

We made enough noise to arouse the 
whole city! 

In the midst of our work a bell rang, 
and we all jumped. 


“Burglar alarm?” demanded Chippy, 


aiming his gun at the four watchmen. 
"N-no—t-telephone!" stuttered one of 
them. 


We marched him to the phone and 
made him answer it. It was his wife 
calling, I think. 

"Tell 'em you're busy, 
I said. 

The man 
hung up. 

After cutting the telephone wires and 
giving the four watchmen some more ad- 
vice about keeping still, we made our 
getaway and took the liquor to the Inn. 

We had sixteen barrels and 120 cases. 
I received one barrel and seven cases 
for my share. I didn't doctor it, but 
sold it to some friends for $2,200.00. 

For weeks every bootlegger in 
had Jack Daniel whisky. 
was the real stuff; 
tored hooch. 


to call later," 


made that statement and 


town 
Some of it 
most of it was doc- 


HE second affair at the Jack Daniel 

warehouse—the “milking”—was one of 
the biggest plots that a gang ever got 
away with in the United States, It was 
too deep for me. Colbeck handled the 
details, He had a meeting almost every 
day, down in an office building right 
near Uncle Sam's Federal building, 
working out the details of the job. 

Rich fellows came to St. Louis from 
all 


over the country to get in on it. 
Dint sold shares on the job. If you 
had a thousand-dollar share, you were 


guaranteed at least $2,000.00. At that 
time Dint had $2,000.00 of my money, 
and he told me about the deal and said 
he would double my dough for me. He 
did. 

In August, 1923, Dint said that every- 
thing was ripe—that the distillery was 
ready to be milked. All of the certifi- 
cates for the whisky stored in the ware- 
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True Detective Mysteries 


house had been bought by Dint and the 
crowd he was working with. The work 
of getting the whisky commenced. 

Dint and the mob who were detailed 
to the job of loading the whisky, went 


in and out of the warehouse as they 
pleased. 
I helped arrange to get ten trucks, 


and these were used to haul barrels to 
the warehouse and to haul them away 
after they had been filled with whisky. 


As soon as the old warehouse barrels 
were emptied, they were filled with 
water. 

The trucks loaded with the whisky 


were taken to a place out on the Olive 
Street road. Dint had Chippy, Oliver, 
Steve and two others guarding the liquor 
with riot guns. Just as quick as the 
out-of-town men made deals, whisky was 
taken from the place where we had car- 
ried it, and shipped. Some went out 
on trucks, some went down the Mis- 
sissippi in boats, and some was shipped 
in freight cars. 

There were almost 1,000 barrels, 
Dint told me later that they 
sold for almost $2,000,000.00 ! 

He said it took $1,000,000.00 to swing 
the deal. 


and 
had been 


HE more I study the murders of 

Joseph (“Green Onions") Cipolla and 
his two-gun buddy, Everett E. Sum- 
mers, the more I believe that, if Justice 
isn't blind, she certainly wears smoked 
glasses! 

Not that Cipolla and Summers didn't 
earn the doses of lead that were passed 


out to them—they'd killed other men 
in their day. What I'm getting at is 
that, long after those two were buried, 


four boor birds had to go to the Chester, 
Illinois, penitentiary for a job that Cipolla 
and Summers pulled just before they 
passed out. The men in prison are innocent. 

I know—because I helped pull the 
job for which they are doing time! 

The murders of Cipolla and Summers 
have always remained mysteries. The 
police tried to solve them, but they 
never even had a hunch as to who killed 
that pair, or what they were killed for. 

The bodies of Cipolla and Summers 
were found, riddled with bullets, on 
Shaftsbury Lane in University City. The 
best information the police could get 
was that bootleggers were to blame for 
the murders. The thing that seemed to 
worry the police was whether the men 
had been taken by surprise and killed, 
or whether they had been shot sticking 
up the owner of a still out in the coun- 
ty! Those theories made a lot of red- 
hots laugh. 

The bodies were found on the 
ing of December 27th, 1921. 

I wonder if it ever occurred to the 
police to connect the murders with an- 
other crime that had just been com- 
mitted ? 

If they did think about 
made their thoughts known. If they 
had put two and two together, they 
would have solved that double murder in 
a few hours. 

The facts are that the robbery of the 
Dupo State Savings Bank at Dupo, Illi- 
nois, on December 23rd, 1921—just four 
days before Summers and Cipolla were 
slain—was the thing that caused those 
two to be filled full of lead. There 


morn- 


it, they never 
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True Detective Mysteries 


wasn't anything mysterious about the 
murders, and the solution is as simple 
as can be. Here is the whole story for 
the first time: 

Many people in St. Louis will remem- 
ber that Green Onions Cipolla killed 
the rope bandit, Hayward Wilson, a Ne- 
gro who attacked women aíter tying up 
their escorts. Green Onions had rec- 
ognized the Negro on the street, and 
had made íriends with him, helped the 
police set a trap to catch him, and then 
knocked him off. That was the first 
time he killed a man, but it wasn’t the 
last. I’ve heard him boast that he had 
more than one notch on his gun. 


Anyway, back in 1921, when Victor 
Miller was making it so hot for the 
crooks and when most of them shad 
crossed the river to Madison, I met 


Green Onions and Summers, his buddy, 
who always carried a pistol on his hip 
and another under his left arm. He 
could use them, too. 


N December, Cipolla told me he had a 
plant at Dupo, and asked me to get 
a good automobile and help make the 


job. 
I had trouble in getting a car, and 
Green Onions said he would get one. He 


had a little dough, so he went over the 
river and saw Whitey Doering, who, 
with Clarence (“Little Red") Powers 
and some other Eganites, owned a used- 
car company. Cipolla bought a Grant 
car from Whitey, and came on back 
over the river with it. The next day 
we pulled the Dupo bank job. 
Summers, Cipolla, myself and a couple 
of Chicago red-hots made the bank with 


a rush. A young woman (Miss Hulda 
Briedecker), the bookkeeper, began to 
cry. 


"All you gotta do is keep still, kid, 
and you won't get hurt!" Summers told 
her. 

We looted the cashier's cage and got 
about $11,000.00. Then we beat it. 

A few days later, Red Powers sent 
word to Cipolla that he wanted to see 
him. 

Red had a job for him, Cipolla told 
me, and asked me to go along with them. 
I said I'd stay over the river, that I 
was tired of sleeping on the boards in 
the Central District hold-over. 

It's a good thing I remained in Mad- 
ison, or I'd have been found out there 
in University City with the other two. 

Summers went along with Green 
Onions, and they went out to a road- 
house on the’ Olive Street road to meet 
Red. Colbeck, Chippy Robinson, Steve 
Ryan, Oliver Dougherty, Red Powers 
and Sticky Hennessey were there. 

“What in hell did you use our car for, 


in that Dupo stick-up?" Powers de- 
manded. 
“Who says I did?” asked Green 
Onions. 
"The cops—they've traced that car 


back to our place. We're about to be 
charged with that job. The only reason 
we haven't been, is because the Dupo 
people didn't identify us!" 

"I didn't know anybody would identify 
the car," said Green Onions. 

"I think you're a dirty double- 
crosser!” Powers raged. “I think you 
wanted the police to get us!" 
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True Detective Mysteries 


Cipolla and Summers both swore they 
never dreamed of such a thing. They 
talked for a long time. Then the mob 
left, leaving Green Onions and Sum- 
mers alone with Powers and Hennessey. 

The four of them had some drinks, and 
the next thing Green Onions and Sum- 
mers knew, they were looking into auto- 
matics. 

"Say your prayers, you dirty double- 
crossers!" Powers ordered. 

I don't know whether they prayed or 
not, but a minute later Cipolla and Sum- 
mers were full of holes, and stone-dead. 

Their bodies were wrapped in blankets, 
loaded into automobiles and taken over 
to University City, where they were 
dumped out in Shaftsbury Lane. 

The police have always contended that 
they were killed as the result of a boot- 
leggers’ quarrel. 

But that isn’t the end of the story. 
Claude Bernero, Melvin Cramer, Peter 
McCann, Leo Hildebrand and another 
fellow were identified for the Dupo Bank 
job, and all but the fifth man were con- 
victed and sent to prison. 

They’re still there. 

Fifty-six alibi witnesses testified for 
the four defendants, Hildebrand, Mc- 
Cann, Cramer and Bernero, at their trial 
on the charge of robbing the Dupo State 
Bank. The witnesses swore that the 
four men were at a chicken dinner in 
the Jefferson Grill, East St. Louis, at the 
time the bank was robbed. Four other 
persons, testifying for the State, iden- 
tified the men as the bandits. On May 
8th, 1922, the four were convicted by a 
jury, and sentenced to imprisonment in 
the Chester penitentiary for from ten 
years to life. 


OOLISH young men who think it 

“smart” to associate with gangsters 
and other underworld characters, will 
find food for thought in the story of 
Joseph Powderly. 

Joe was an honest young man who 
first admired gangsters, and then wanted 
to become one. But he didn’t live long 
enough to realize his foolish ambition, 
for, right at the time when he thought 
he was getting hard-boiled, he was mur- 
dered by the "killer" whom poor Joe 
admired above all others. 

Powderly's bullet-riddled body was 
washed up by the Mississippi River at 
the foot of Fillmore Street on June 3rd, 
1923, nearly two weeks after he had been 
murdered. His name, like that of Green 


Onions Cipolla, Everett Summers, Pa- 
trolman Anderson, and many others, is 
to be found on the list of unsolved mur- 
ders at Police Headquarters. 

There wasn't any excuse for Pow- 
derly’s going wrong. His case was dif- 
ferent from mine. When I trooped out 
with the Egan mob, I did so because I 
had already gone about as far as a crook 
could go. I was a red-hot, and it looked 
as if I could get some protection by run- 
ning with the “Rats.” When Powderly 
started hanging on, running with any 
of the red-hots that would tolerate him, 
he was clean. The police didn’t have 
anything on him. 


OWDERLY was married, had a nice 

wife and a couple of kids, lived at 
4555 North Broadway, and had a job as a 
stock buyer over at the National City 
stockyards. 

I don’t know how he started coming 
out to Maxwelton Inn. Somebody took 
him there, and he liked the place. He 
got to calling Colbeck, Robinson, 
Dougherty, Ryan and others by their 
first names. He liked all of us, would 
buy drinks, and make himself a good 
fellow. The gang finally felt free to talk 
of anything in front of him, and then 
he became a regular hanger-on. First 
thing I knew, he was bringing in tips 
on robberies. Then he started carrying 
a gun and going out on jobs with us. 

Pretty soon Joe thought he was a real 
gangster, and he began to get “tough.” 

One night he shot up a saloon in North 
St. Louis, and; was shot himself that 
night, although not seriously. That 
should have proved a lesson to him, but 
it didn’t. He swore he was going to 
shoot it out with the fellow who had 
potted him, and vowed that he would 
put that saloon on the bum. 

Now, that saloonkeeper was a good 
fellow, and a particular friend of some 
of the Egans. And when Joe bragged 
about what he was going to do, he 
signed his own death warrant. For 
D——, who heard him talking, made up 
his mind right then and there to kill him. 
And D was the bad man poor Joe 
admired above all others! 

On the night of May 24th, 1923, Joe 
was at Maxwelton Inn. This gangster 
whom he liked so well, and who had 
made up his mind to kill him, walked 
over to Joe's table. 

“Watcha doing 
asked. 


to-night?” D— 


CAN LOVE LEVEL THE BARRIER OF DEATH? 


WHEN a girl is passionately in love—and her lover dies—is there any chance for 
her to find happiness again? Alyce Graham found herself in this tragic situa- 
tion—and was utterly desolate—until she made the most amazing attempt to 


achieve a spiritual union with her lover! 
and beautiful story! 


You'll be swept off your feet by her weird 
Entitled She Walks in Beauty, it's in the April Guost 
Sror!IEs, on the news stands March 23rd. 


Another sensational feature of this same issue is: 
DID THE GHOST OF BISMARCK WARN 
THE KAISER? 


—a fact account of the German Emperor's amazing encounter with—what? Was it a 
ghost? This is a truthful record of the strangest occult mystery on record. 

There are SIXTEEN other fascinating stories in the April GHosr Srorres— 
including The Witch in the Next Room, Coins of Doom, and The Strangest 


Murder Trial. 


A Macfadden publication, 25c a copy, 30c in Canada. 


Dept. M -471 


N.Stete St. 
Credit Chiceno, 


Jewelers OFTIS u 


DIAMONDS 


GENUINE DIAMONDS GUARANTEED 
AT IMPORTERS’ PRICES 


Send for FI FREE Catalog 


in Diamond-set owe 
Gift A 


The Old 
Reliable 


Rectangular Wrist W. 
No. 16—14-k white gold, 15-J . $ 
An exceptional bargain. $1.48 a 


Satisfaction Garakoa or Money Back 


BOW LEGS? This Patented 
1 GARTER 
Makes Trousers HANG STRAIGHT if 
Legs Bend In or Out—FREE BOOKLET 
MAILED IN PLAIN SEALED ENVELOPE 
THET GARTER CO., Dept. D 


South Bend, Indiana 


Dainty wateh—platinum, eff effect, has ribbon brods and fancy cl: 

movement O years—yours for introducing finest 
me at 18> pe per bostio. Send for 20 bottles 

select your gift as per offer in our catalog. We trust you-cjust write to 


BELL PERFUME CO., Dept. H311, Chicago, Ill, 


=} Double the life of your 
y coat and vest with perfectly 
matched pants. 100,000 patterns. 5 
Every pair hand tailored to your measure; no 
| oe ^ Our match sent FREE for your 
K. before ts are made. Fit guaranteed. 
UD piece of cloth or vost today. 


©. 
Cao SUPERIOR MATCH PA Depts 195 ^ Chicago 
All flavors. Genuine 
BO U RBO N old fashioned taste and 
aroma. Highest qual- 
RYE & GIN ity. Satisfaction guar- 
anteed. Trial size 75c. 
¥% pt. $3.50; t pt. $6; 14 gal. $20; 1 gal. $35. 
í oz. flavors 1 gal. BU ur 
F EE Bead and ageing oil free with orders 
R of 1 pt or more. Complete catalog, 
flavors, copper goods, etc., on request. 
THOS. WI WILSON N CO., Dept. TDM, Springfield, Mo. 


Be an Expert Criminologist 
and Court Expert à 


Open to both sexes. Qualify y yourself to demand 
big pay. With crime increas the expert is con- 
stantly in demand. Where the e ordinary detective 
fails the expert criminologist succeeds. Learn this 
lucrative profession in all its branches at home. 
Finger rints, Legal Chemistry, Microscopy, 
Photo. Micro raphy, Handwriting, Graphology, 
Psychology, Ballistics, Blood stains, etc. All in one 
complete course. Each student given individual 
and careful attention, and advice later when 
handling casse after completing course. Write today. 


Intt K tional Criminologist School 
Address P. O. Box 343 Seattle, Wash. 


TIl Set You Up 


5, Oil Business 


ithout Investment 
I want an ambitious man | in ME 


$* ready for 100 more, part or full ti 
$50 TO $250 A WEEK 
Your Share of the Profits - Wengard 
made $430 f for his share in one week; Montgomery 
EE. idw € € ai a great E fX 
atonal ko simply take orders ‘on Long Credit Terms for 


—Columbla Pal 
L^ m: n Cen-Pe-Co Motor on umbis Fe ints 


Write e Quick Ex. E mui un 


Er nx 
Feet aps D ETE" 
CENTRAL P SS EU 


True Detective Mysteries 
y 


“Nothing particular.” 

“Want to go cabareting?” 

“Sure!” 

Joe was elated at having D—— ask 
him to step out with him. 

A minute later D asked Joe. if he 
had his gat. Quick as a flash, Joe pro- 
duced it from his hip and then, kind of 
grinning, poked D——’s vest buttons 
with it. D leaped back. 

“Quit that, you damn fool, or I'll blow 
your head off! Don't play with me that 
way—I'm nervous!” 

Joe laughed. He thought it was a good 
joke. But he didn't know that the man 
he was joking with had planned to kill 
him within a few hours, nor that the 
man came within an inch of killing him 
right there. 

After D—— calmed down, he and 
Powderly were joined by Sticky Hen- 
nessey, and the three started out on what 
was to be Joe's last journey in this 
world. Some women were picked up, 
and a couple of joints visited where they 
had some drinks. Then they crossed 
McKinley Bridge and went out to Frank 
Hackethal’s road-house at Long Lake, 
near Mitchell. 

Aíter they'd had a round of drinks, 
turned to Joe and said: 

"Let Sticky see your gat." 

Joe, the poor boob, produced it, and 
handed it to Hennessey. 

Then D winked to Sticky, and 
Sticky dropped Joe's gun into his own 
pocket. 

Joe was puzzled. 


D 


O you know why I brought you over 
here?" D asked. 

*What for?" 

"To bump you off!" 

“Why—what—I—listen——” 

“I’m going to kill you." 

And then D——’s eyes narrowed until 
they were little slits; the blood swelled 
in the veins on his temples—he was the 
old “killer.” 

Poor Joe 
move. 

“For God's sake—my wife—— 

Joe made a move toward the door. 

Bang! Bang-bang-BANG! 

Joe limply sagged to the floor, looking 
up with agonized, questioning eyes at 
the grinning killer. 

“Leave the women—let’s get this bird 
away—they don't want any murders 
here. Get his feet!” 

It was D , giving orders. 

They got Powderly by the feet, and 
pulled him’ out of the bar. He wasn't 
dead yet, but he died in a minute, as 
they were loading him into the auto- 
mobile. 

Some people arrived just then, and 
Sticky threw his gat on them and took 


was dumb. He couldn't 


the keys to their automobile, warning 
them to keep still Sticky took the 
license plates from his car, and then 


D said they would prop poor Joe's 
body up in the front seat so he wouldn't 
look dead. D—— insisted on driving, 
and sat down by Joe's body. Sticky took 
a seat in the rear, holding on to Joe's 
coat to keep him from slipping. 

After they got started D—— stopped 
the automobile, lit a cigar, and stuck it 
between dead Joe’s teeth. 

“How’s the smoke, Joe?” he asked. 

“Like that cigar, kid? ... 


| Getting Bald 
and Lonesome! 


Don'tlet this happen to you! 


EOPLE in the outside world judge you by ap- 
pearance, Lack of knowledge oí hair hygiene 

is the chief cause of loss of hair and baldness. 
Why lose your hair and the things you prize most 
in life when it is so easy to save it and renew its 
growth? But you must act quickly—the first step is 


Have Your Hair Tested FREE 


by Prof. Maurice Scholder, 
the famous Scalp Special- 
ist, who has saved many 
thousands from BALD- 

ESS. Send him a few 
of your hairs (ordinary 


Pres. combings will do) and 
Roosevelt add any, details wh ich you Professor 
One of Prot, think will help with your Bcholder 
Scholer's case, You will then re- examining 
manyfamous ceive a personal report, Specimens 


LELETET TTT 
FREE TEST COUPON 
PROFESSOR MAURICE SCHOLDER, D. G., 
The Professor Scholder Institute, Inc. 
101 West 42d Street, New York, N. Y. 
I am enclosing a few of my hairs for anal- 
ysis, with the understanding that you will 
tell me what to do to save my hair and re- 


new its growth. This places me under no 
obligation whatever. HTD 


NEMO- Sec dp cn ccccnscccccosccsencvoawcesapse 
Address ... "PLI 


City ...... eee eroe eee socces StAtOssecccee 


Weird Talisman Ring 


he been a favorite for centuries. 
bree Serpents s aym iza 
good fortuno in Games, Love aad 
ali und ings. noes S Mj 
Gold Shell guaran 

cars. Lj put dingeme. | monly 
$255 ge fow cen! 
BE ND O MONEY! “Only. finese 
measure, Money back if not 
delighted. Get zour Tali 
Ring at once. now. 


ORIENTAL PRODUCTS C0. 


ici a 
GET RID 


OF YOUR F AT 


Free Trial Treatment 


llaman 


SU sent on request. Ask for my “pay- 
A when-reduced" offer. I have success- 
fully reduced thousands oí persons, 


without starvation diet or burden- 
some exercise, often at a rapid rate. 
Let me send you proof at my expense. 
DR. R. NEWMAN, Licensed Physician 
State of New York 286 Fifth Ave., New York Desk M 


And 
dis- 


touch of rouge. 
will miraculously 


pow x b a 


A dab of 
blackheads "t pimples 
appear—so you think! 

But sunshine and the human eye are merci- 
less. They pierce behind that disguising pow- 
der and rouge, no matter how thickly applied. 
They expose large pores, blackheads, blotches of 
all kinds. No matter how you may try to 
dodge these two powerful orbs, they prove to 
you that you are really no more beautiful than 
your skin! 

Yet how easily your skin can be beauty itself! 
By following the natural methods Bernarr M: ac- 
fadden prescribes in his great book, “Skin 
Troubles,” you can transform even the sallowest 
skin into a covering of silky, satiny loveliness. 

So confident is Mr. Macfadden that once you 
know his book. “Skin Troubles,” you will 
treasure it beyond all price, that he is willing 
and anxious to send it to you at his risk. 
Send no money—just write to the address below, 
and the book will come at once. Upon its 
receipt pay the postman only $3.00 plus postage. 
Read the book írom cover to cover—try its 
treatments—treat it as your own. Then, at the 
end of five days, if you aren't convinced that 
you are getting your full money's worth—re- 
turn the book to us, and we will promptly re- 
fund your $3.00. 


Desk T. D.-4 
MACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, Inc. 
1926 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 


120 


all Paid. and 
:60aWeek | 


Besides 


If you want money to pay all your gro- 
cery bills every week—with $80 to $125 
left over—just send me your name and I'll 
show you how easily you can get it. 


I'll make you the same offer that jumped 
L. C. Van Allen's pay from $23 to $125 
a week. TIl show you how John Tyler 
now averages $30 to $35 a day after work- 
ing for years at small-pay jobs. I'll give 
you the same chance as Mrs. B. L. Hodges, 
who makes $18 to $20 every day. 


` Anyone—Anywhere 
Can Make Big Money 


We are an old-established house — the 
largest of our kind in the world. We dis- 
tribute all kinds of groceries and household 
necessities direct from factory to user. We 
have more than a million steady customers, 
Last year they bought fifteen million pack- 
ages of our products. This put nearly two 
million dollars in the pockets of our Rep- 
resentatives. Our business is growing by 
leaps and bounds. We need more men and 
women at once in every territory to help us 
handle this increased business. 


No Experience Needed 


You don't need any capital, training or 
.experience. All you have to do is call on 
your íriends and our established customers 
and send their orders in to us. You alone 
make a profit on all business from your ter- 
ritory because we never sell to stores. You 
risk nothing—agree to nothing. I furnish 
everything you need, including a newest 
model Ford Tudor Sedan or Hudson 
Super-Six Coach absolutely free. 


If you want $80 to $125 a week steady 
—plus extra cash to take care of your gro- 
cery bills—get the facts at once. Send no 
money. Just mail the coupon. Do it now. 


! Albert Mills, Pres., American Products Co., 
1183 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio. 


Send facts about your guaranteed offer of 
steady enpiopnant at $80 to $125 a week, plus 
extra cash for groceries. lso your Free 
Ford or Hudson Coach Offer. 
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True Detective Mysteries 


"How's it feel to be dead? ... 

“Are you enjoying the ride, Joe? ... 

"Why don't you talk, Joe? . . ." 

They drove on, with D asking 
ghoulish questions like that all the time 
of poor, dead Joe, and telling horrible 
jokes. Then Sticky asked what they 
were going to do with the body. 

"Get a rock, and we'll toss him in the 
river!" was the answer, 


So now they are going to dispose of 


poor Joe—the end of the long trail for 
him! After all, this is only an inci- 
dent in the lives of these killers. As you 
continue this inside story of the real un- 
derworld, if you think these gangsters 
are acting cold-bloodedly, then the dis- 
closures of inhuman cruelty and blood- 
thirstiness which will be revealed in next 
month's issue, will leave you stunned. 
Nothing like it has ever been printed 
before. Don't miss it in May TRUE 
DETECTIVE MYSTERIES, 


The Shadow that Saved a Life 


(Continued from page 45) 


"Looking at that picture, Father, can 
you tell what time it was made?” he 
questioned the astronomer. 

"Give me «the. date and I can tell you, 
within one minute, the exact moment this 
picture was made,” answered the witness. 

“How can you be so positive?” asked 
Yeiser. 

"By the angle cast by this shadow in 
the picture!" replied Father Rigge. 

“Mr. Court Reporter, will you read, 
from your official notes, the date this pic- 
ture was made?" asked Yeiser. 

The reporter thereupon, from his notes, 
gave the date the photograph was taken. 
It was the date of the attempt to dynamite 
Denison’s home, of course. 

"Assuming that that date is correct," 
stated the little man on the witness-stand, 
"this picture was made at 3:21 29/100ths 
o'clock (twenty-one minutes and twenty- 
nine hundredths of a minute, after three 
o'clock) on the afternoon of May twenty- 
second, nineteen-ten !” 

But that time did not at all coincide 
with the time given by the two girl wit- 
nesses. It was almost an hour after the 
girls had arrived home, according to the 
time to which they had testified. 

In fact, it was a half-hour after the 
infernal machine had been discovered on 
Denisows porch! 

“Are you sure?” asked Yeiser. 

“Astronomy is never wrong, although 
astronomers sometimes make mistakes,” re- 
plied the man in black. “But I am correct. 
This picture was made within one minute 
of twenty-one minutes after three o'clock 
on the afternoon of the date given. I am 
allowing myself one minute leeway on 
either side of that point of time, but no 
more than that.” 


The lawyers sat up and took notice. So 
did the jury. So did the newspaper men. 

If that picture had been made at the 
church at three-twenty-one that Sunday 
afternoon, and the two girls had later 
walked the sixteen blocks to Sixteenth 
and Burdette Streets, then the man they 
saw carrying the grip at that point very 
obviously could have had nothing to do 
with placing the infernal machine on 
Denison’s porch, because the machine had 
been discovered at two-fifty, and four wit- 
nesses had so testified ! 

Yeiser had turned the State’s two best 
witnesses into witnesses for the defense. 

Erdman didn’t need an alibi after that. 
While he still denied having been in the 
vicinity of Denison’s home that afternoon, 
it wouldn’t have made any difference if he 
had been out there, for the infernal ma- 
chine was in the hands of the police a 
half-hour before the girls had their pictures 
made sixteen blocks away, and it was some 
time after that, that they testified to having 
seen Erdman and his suit-case near Deni- 
son’s home. 

The elimination of the two girls and 
their testimony carried with it the elimina- 
tion of the other three witnesses, each of 
whom had positively claimed that the two 
girls were behind the man they had identi- 
fied. 

Erdman was acquitted. By the thinnest 
of defenses, a “mere shadow,” he had been 
saved! 1 

He gave Yeiser the gun with the nine 
notches as his fee, and left town shortly 
afterward. 

A year later, test photographs were 
made, and the accuracy of Father Rigge's 
testimony was verified to the fraction of a 
minute. 


THE INDELIBLE CLUE ON THE 20-DOLLAR BILL is Jack Bell's inside 
story of the Virginia City bank hold-up which will appear in next month's 
issue of this magazine. In this connection, everyone who reads newspapers... 
has heard of the famous chemist-criminologist, Prof. Edward Heiggich, of 
Berkley, California. Prof. Heinrich has played a prominent pz:zt in solving 
difficult and nationally-known crime cases, and here again was called upon 
by the authorities in their effort to convict the perpetrators of this daring 
hold-up which occurred in broad daylight on one of the principal streets of 
Virginia City, Nevada. Don't miss this thriller. 


Many of our readers have been wondering who wrote that remarkable 
article, SPOTTING THE “JUNKIES,” which appeared in last December 
TRUE DETECTIVE MYSTERIES, and have written in and asked us about 
this. He is the same man who wrote MUGGING THE CRIMINAL, which ap- 
peared in our March issue under the pen name **Marvin Pinchot.” He hap- 
pens to have an aversion for publicity which is $enuine, but in his contri- 
bution in this issue, we finally persuaded!him to sign his own name—Frank 


Donohue. 


Mr. Donohue is one of the world's leading authorities on nar- 


cotics and the Narcotic Bureau of the New York Police Department is to be 
congratulated on having his services in their efficient and never-ceasing fight 


against the drug evil. 


Next month Mr. Donohue will contribute BOTTLED 


MADNESS!—a showing-up of the pitiful and awful toll the drug addict pays 
for his secret habit that leaves you stunned. Be sure to read this! 


Okayed by "Cannon Ball” Baker 


The Stransky Vaporizer has passed 
the rigid tests made on “Cannon Ball” 
Baker's Proving Grounds outside 
Indian is. '"Worthy the investiga- 
tion "ry motorist,” writes Baker. 
"A sitgle trial will prove the worth 
of youf vaporizer. I heartily recom- 
mend it to all/motorists.” g 


Battling Nelson, the 
Durable Dane 


as he looked the day after 
he knocked out Joe Gans 
for the lightweight cham- 
pionship. Bat made 40 
miles on a gallon with a 
roadster and 33 !4 miles a 
gallon with a touring car. 

Bat writes: “Most of 
the public know me well 
enough to know that I 
never bunked them in my 
life. And when ! say your 
vaporizer is all you say 
it is, I mean it.” 


Drives 1300 Miles Without Buying Gasoline 

A remarkable test was recently made on the 
Stransky Vaporizer by J. R. Wood of St. Louis 
On his Oldsmobile, after installing the Stransky, 
he drove 3,000 miles and averaged 30 mile gallon. 
Thus he got in effect 1,300 miles of free gasoline. 


H. H. Cummings has 
saved 1,905 gallons of gas- 
oline on 50,000 miles — 
have used one on my 1922 
Ford which I have driven 
over 50,000 miles,” he says. 
"I am getting 30 miles a 
gallon.” . 


Virgil Barnes, 
N. Y. Giant Pitcher, says: 
“Words cannot express my 
delight with the Stransky 
Vaporizer. [left New York 
City after the close of the 
baseball season with a 
vaporizer on my Chrysler 
60 When I arrived in 
Holton, Kafisas. I found I 
had averaged within a frac- 
tion of 40 miles per gallon 
of gas.” 


Finds a Gasoline Well in His Own Back Yard ! 

Geo. South of Kansas City, Mo., owns a Ford 
coupe. “I am simply amazed," he writ "at 
the wonderful results with your vaporiz It 
sure saves the gas. It's just like finding a gasoline 
well in my own back yard." 


South 
now boasts of the world's 
above shows the present St u 


SOUTH DAKOTA man has discovered an 

amazing gas-saving | invention. now installed on 
over three million cars of every make. Already over 
ten thousand car owners say it increases gas mileage . .. 
adds more speed and power . . . and saves an astonishing 
amount of money in gasoline and repair expense. There 
is a model for every car, truck, tractor or gasoline engine. 
Anybody can install it in a few minutes. 

This invention is based on newly-discovered facts about potential 
gasoline power . startling facts, that few car owners know about. 
For example, it is now found that the average man wastes at least 20 
per cent to 30 per cent of his gasoline through improper combustion. 
And many more interesting discoveries, too detailed to mention here. 

Read on the right what other tar owners say about it. Then 
accept the inventor's special introductory offer. He will. send 
you samples to test without obligation to buy. If you find it 
doesn't do for you what it has done for other car owners, he will 
pay a cash forfeit for the few minutes you've spent in testing it. 

Don't send a penny now. Simply send your name in coupon be- 
low and get full description of this queer little device that is saving 
money for other car owners. No obligation, of course. But if you 
really want to cut down the high cost of running your car, this is 
your opportunity. Tear out the coupon below and mail it to J. A. 
Stransky Mig. Co., D-2130 Stransky Block, Pukwana, S. D.’ 

MEN WANTED 
Herrick made $157 in one day letting Stransky vaporizers sell 


themselves on test. Territories open everywhere. Full or spare time. 
Check coupon below for details. 


J. A. STRANSK Y MFG. CO; 
De 2230 Stransky Block, Pukwana, S. D. 


Yes, send me full description of this new way to save gasoline. This | 
request does not obligate me in any way. 


My name is. | 


Dakota, the site å presidential vacations, tall corn and “black b'ar,” 
n pe vapore manufacturer. The picture 
organiza! 


ion of 73 people. 


Wants to Save Gasoline? 


“I have used one on my Ford 
for over five years and have trav- 
eled over 35,000 miles. Never 
had any spark plug trouble. Have 
averaged 28 *to 30 miles on one 
gallon of gas." J. H. Alryth, Iowa. 


CHEVROLET 


“You people claim a saving of 
25 per cent and more. I found I 
was obtaining 43.8 miles to a gal- 
lon on a Chevrolet. The actual 
test surpasses your claim," M. E 
Miller, Kansas City. 


BUICK 


G. M. Rathburn, Charleston, 
W. Va., has a Buick Six, with an old 
engine. On a 287-mile trip he got 19 
miles to the gallon. He says it has 
saved him $40.00 on one trip. 


NASH 


“I had a large Nash Six, which I 
drove from Los Angeles to San 
Francisco on 20 ns of gas. 
Vaporizer paid for itself the first 
trip." H, T. McCallon, California. 


MARMON 


Beacon Holmes, garage owner, 
New York City, put a Stransky 
Vaporizer on 4. Marmon and says: 
"I increased Marmon's speed from 
72 to 84 miles per hour—and a 
gain of 5 miles to the gallon of gas." 


PIERCE-ARROW 


rrow and have gr 
my mileage. I have never 
scraped carbon since I put on your 


vaporizer ten months ago." 
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se this Master Key Case 
iy on 20 Store Counters 
dt plecti A a Day ras 


6 the 


or any “otlier live wire can earn by simply 
matic Salesmen'''of newly patented MAS e ii 
Here is a new way of raking in profits from AUT 
SALE, using our Successful, i tested selling pi d 
THROUGH dealers—over 200% selling direct to onsu 
time. This amazingly clever Key Case—-retails f. 5c, althobyi ` 
, better made and better designed than ordinary cases selling at a'dollar, at five 
` dollars, or even more.. Notice that the Genuine Leather is Wy colored = 
comes in coe finish, Scotch Grains, Black and Brown pole | Stone and-~ *- 
other.attractive Colors; then you will know why several are bought at a time in 
different colors for. separate sets of Ke It has no^sbár or pois 
teg or tear the pockets. It cannot rattle or scfateh: n the dash- 
i 3n aütomobile. Holds six keys, always in the same positiof, Works ; 
like a jackknife.. Opens and shuts in an fnstant, with snap fasteners? See all 
these selling features for yourself—and then you A KNOW why.it isa tinch 
.to,éarn Mya a.day—and more. 


A $1.50 Investment, Pays You $1.75 ‘Clear 


with pract 
FORI 
OF $1.75 
my sucessful 9 


- 


* 


grocers, 


^ just; *store-and sa 
i . 1 Sal 
j A cost Wu a cent. 


‘Mr. Smith, let me put this beau- 
‘genuine leather key cases on your 
I'll be round in a few days to 


no trouble; and you feceive a mighty sweet 
Bargain.” et that dealer refuse? You 
rab at the chance—he won't let you 
store without leaving at least one 
X3 Salesman. And wheh you, come 
in, it's a hundred-to-one shot 
WE'PACKED 13 K 
A CARD, INSTEAD OF JUST A 
B, cases, at 25c each, bring the 
vias | him a clear profit of $1.25 
Ty mak YOU a clear profit of one 
dollar. You can EASIL cards with dealers every 
^ dar 60 carda gery 5 da Your cost in lots of 60 is pnly 


** Ji gua ^ 


4 NT 
tbem and I wil! refund your money. 


Exclusive Territory to Producers 
Send Coupon Now! 


Why delay? Rush the coupon 
NOW —and get started in the 
most amazingly profitable 


business you ever 
heard of. Show us you 


are a live wire—send in mention 
we will parce you im- 
zlea tonte Anto, mediately in your terri- 
A Keys can't rattle tory. Remember, you 


have everything to 
gain and nothing to 
lose. Act at once 
—before some- 


the 
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Here's a big business that pays yap absohutely astounding profits. 
liy no investment—the cos! 

ou see for yourself*that THIS ES THE BUSIN 
For ah irlvestment of $1150 you get sales 
And when you have gotten started, 


When this key case was first put of the markét, its in: 
the mer merker for i$ was as bif as the United States. 
Splay automobile and auto accessory dealers, drug stores, hardware stores, 
elty shops, cigar stores, men’s furni 
places where the dealer is glad to accept yqur unusual 


ifetime. ‘Opportunity. With This Automatic, Profit Maker 


y Casesthat your customers buy. Nota cent of, 


you will sell these. Key Cazes and make $20 a day. 


Yer" you get in it 


nas ci Iu s zand lets 
ESS Yi HAVE BE KING 
$3. YOU BSOL UTE T. PROFIT 
buy 1n ns quantities scores of 


lers, yout profits ate very mucHgreater PX 


Beeryi Weit 
tant populari fase awed that 


‘ou can place the Master Key Case 


a eher. stores—hundreds of different 


$1 per card. Selling to dealers at te. 00 per card, you make 100% 
prone yr $20 a day. And you don’t even ve to do all the placing 
rscif: You can easily employ other salesmen to place some 
te cards for you, Aosting your profits way up. And another 

thing-—we haven't said a word about the repeat business. 
After dealers see what a whirlwind seller the Master Key Case is, 
they will want to buy from you outright, and will order again and 
again. Many retailers order from our wholesalers in six-dozen 
or gross lots. Believe me, that piles up the profits sky high! 

THE IDEAL PREMIUM GIFT 
You can also get orders in big quantities by calling on users of 
advertising giftg as the Master Key Case can be imprinted in gold, 
at small cost, with the advertiser's name. 
HAVE YOU THE COURAGE to get out of the rut and build a 
BIG, PROFITABLE BUSINESS OF YOUR OWN? If you 
have, mail the coupon today—NOW —before you turn this page. 


LN 


If you should fail to do so, return 


cosy C ca Dc 


I Gordon Mfg. Co. (Dept. KD-64), 
110 East 23rd Street, 


I enclose $ y ) 
checked below and reserve the following territory for me exclusively :— 


ew York. 
, for which please RUSH me the order 


territory 


D 12 Automatic Key Case Salesmen, each containing 13 Key 
Cases, for $15.00. 


I am sending you $5.00, balance to be 


C. O. D. 


O 1 Automatic Key Case Salesman containing 13 Key Cases, for 
which I am sending you $1.50 (Money Order, Check or 
Stamps). 


D 1 Sample Ke nd further particulars, for which I en- 
Comfdértably fits igo ag close 25c (coin o amps). 
der tory. 
Name 
Address 


GORDON MFG.CO. Dept «5x40 E 239 St. NY 


City 


...State 


